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A CTI SC ENE, A Gardih in the Tower. 
Enter Lieutenant and Servant. 


AS king Henry walk'd Forth this 
morning 4 

Serv. No, Sir, but it is near his hour. 

Lieut. At any time when you ſee him here, 

Let no ſtranger into the garden; 

I wou'd not have him ftar'd at—See, C ho's. that 

Now ent'ring at the gate ? [ Knocking within. 

Serv. Sir, the Lord Stanley. 


Lieutenant. 


- 


Enter. Lord Stanley. 


I heard laſt night you late arriv'd with news 


| Of Edward's victory to his joyful queen. 


Stanley, Yes, Sir; and I am proud to be the man 
That firſt brought home the laſt of civil broils ; 
The houſes now of York and Lancaſter, 

Like bloody brothers fighting for birth-right, 


| RICHARD the Third. 


9 * 


Lieut, Leave me I gerwae 5 


My noble lord, you're welcome to the tower: <2 Mt 


o mgre' ſhall wound the parent that wau'd part em 


Edward now fits ſecure on England's throne. 

\ Lieut, Near Tewkſbury, my lord, I think they 

fought ; 

Has the enemy loft any men of note ? 
Stanley. Sir, I was poſted home 

Ere an account was taken of the flain ; L 
But as J left the field, a proclamation 3 - 
From the king was' made in ſearch of Edwad, 
Son to your priſoner, king Henry the fixth, 

Which gave reward to that diſcover'd him, 

And him his life, if he'd ſurrender,” | 


2 a 3 | Lieut, 


\ \ * 8 
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Liert. 2 brave young prince, I fear's unlike his 
>=». -RE.2 x EG, 
Too high of heart to brook ſubmiſſive lifes + 
This will be heavy news to Henry's ear, 
For on this battle's caſt his all was ſet. | 
Stanley. King Henry and ill fortune are familiar; 
He ever threw with an indifferent hand, 
But never yet was known to loſe his patience. 
How does he paſs the time in his confinement ? 
_ Lreu!, As onewhoſe wiſhes never reach'd a crown; 
"The king ſeems dead in him but, as a man, 
He ſighs ſometimes in want of liberty, / 
Sometimes he reads, and walks, and wiſhes 
That fate had bleſs'd. him with an humbler birth, 
Not to have felt the falling from a throne. 
Stanley. Were it not poſſible to ſee this king? 
They ſay he'll freely talk with Edward's friends, 
And even treats them with. reſpe& and honour., | 
Lient. This is his uſual time of walking forth, \ 
(For he's allow'd the freedom of the garden,) 
After his morning prayer; he feldom fails; 
Behind this harbour we unſeen may ſtand . 
Awhile to obſerve him. T hey retires : 


Eater King Henry, is mourning. 

K. Heary. By this time the deciſive blow is ſtruck + 
Either my queen and ſon are bleſs'd witli victory, 
Or I'm the cauſe no more of civil broils. 0 
Wou'd I were dead, if heav'n's good will were fo, 

For what is in this world but grief and care? 

What noiſe and buſtle do kings make to find it ? 
When life's but a ſhort ehace, our game content, 
Which moſt purſued, is moſt eompell'd to fly; 
And he that mounts him on the ſwifteſt hopes 

Shall often run his courſer to a ſtand; _ 
While the poor peaſant, from ſome diſtant hill, 
 Undanger'd, and at eaſe, views all the ſport, 

And ſees content take ſhelter ig his cottage. +» 
Stanley. He ſeems extremely mov “. 
Lieut, Does he know you? #21 
Staley. No, nor wou'd J have him. 1 

TLieri. We'll ſhew ourſelves. [They come forabard. 
K. Henry. Wby, there's another check to proud am- 

bition; 2 . i 
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That man receiy'd; his charge from. me, and now 
I'm his priſoner he locks me to my reſt. 
Such an unlock'd- for change who cou'd ſuppoſe, 
That ſaw him kneel to kiſs the hand that rais'd bim! * 
But that I ſhou'd not now complain of, 
Since I to that, *cis poſſible, may owe ._ . 
His civil treatment of me — Morrow, Lieutenant. 
Is any news arriv'd ?=Who's that with you? 
Lieut. A gentleman that came laſt night expreſs 
From Tewktbury—We've had a battle. 
K. Henry. Comes he to me with letters, or advice ? 
Lien. Sir, he's king Edward's officer, your foe. . 
K. Henry. Then he won't flatter me You're | 
welcome, Sir'; - 
Not leſs becauſe you are king Faust Hos 
For 1 have almoſt learnt myſelf to be ſo; 
Cou'd I but once forget I was a king, 
* inn be truly happy, and his ſubject. 
ou ve gain'd a battle; is'tnotſo? . 
Stanley. We have, Sir — how, will reach your ear 


too ſoon. 
K. Henry, If to my jos, it can t too ſoon—pray ' 
Sf AE | | 

For fear en miſchief greater than it is. 6:7 


My queen ! my ſon! ſay, Sir, are they living? ? 
Stanley. Since my arrival, Sir, another poſt 
Came in, which brought us word, your queen and ſon 
Mere priſoners now at T ewkſbury. 
K. Henry. Heaven's wall be done the hunters hare 
*em now, | | 
And I hare only ſighs and prayers to hath em. 
Stanley, King Edward; Sir, depen 1s upon. his * 
Vet prays heartily when the battle's won; 
And ſoldiers love a bold and active leader, 
Fortune, like women, will be cloſe purſu'd ; 
The Engliſh are high mettled, Sir, and *tis 
No eaſy part to fit em well—— King Edward 


* 


Feels their temper, and 'twill be Weck to throw bim. 


K. Henry. Alas! 1 thought them men, and rather 
d dope d | 

To win 1 hearts by mildneſs than ſeverity ; ; 

; OR ſoul Was never form'd for eruelty: 


B 3 


1 4 
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In my eyes Jaſtice has ſeem'd bloody, 
When on the gity gates I have bebeld 
A traitor's quarters parching in the ſun, 


My blood has turn'd with horror at the ſight; 
I took 'em down, and bury'd. with his limbs 
. The memory of the dead man's deeds—-Perhaps 


That pity made me leſs terrible, 

Giving the mind of weak rebellion folate ze 3 

For kings are put in truſt for all manking, 
And when themſelves take injuries, who is 


„Enter Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's a gentlem an_brings a warrant 


For has acceſs to king Henry's preſence, 
Lieut. I come to him. by 


Stanley. His buſineſs may require your Wey! 1 
Ill leave you, Sir; wiſhing you all the good 


fake 3 p: 
"08 fo, Z have deſerv'd theſe frowns of fortune. 


That can be wifh'd —not wronging him 1 ſerve, 


K. Henry. Farewel ! ' | 
Who can this be? A ſudden tack. | 


Like the damp hand of death, has ſeiz'd = bs: 


I fear fome heavy news! 
, Enter Lieutenant. 
Who i is it, good Heutenant ? 


Licut. A gentleman, Sir, from Tenkſbury—he ſeeras 


figh ; 


A melancholy meflepger—for when I aſk'd 

What news, his anſwer was a deep-ferch'd 

I wou'd not urge him, but 1 fear tis fatal. 
Euter Treſſel, in mourning. 


K. Henry, Fatal indeed! ! his brow's the "wy 
That ſpeaks the nature of a.tragic volume. 
Say, friend, how does my queen] my ſons. 
Thou trembleſt, and the whiteneſs of thy cheek 


Is apter than thy tongue to tell the errand. 
Ev'n ſuch a man, fo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 


So dull, ſo dead in look, fo woe begene, 
Drew Priam” s curtain in 'the dead of night, 
And would have rold him half his Troy was burt'd, 


But Priam found the fire ere he his tongue, 
And I my poor ſon's death ere thou relat'ſt i 


But in the 205 (to ** wy car tags 


x "Fs 
Now would'it thou fay—Your ſon did thus and thus, 
And thus your queen !: ſo fought-the valiant Oxford; 

Stopping my greedy ear vith their bold deeds ; 


— © 
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Thon haſt a ſigh, to blow away this praiſe, 
Ending with queen, and ſon, and all are dard. 3 
Trg. Your queen yet lives, and ie of your friends; 
Hut for my lord your ſon— . 
: K. Henry. \ Why, he is dead E ſpeak, I charge 
„ | 
Tell thou thy maſter his ſuſpicion lies, 
And I will take it as a kind diſgrace, ; 
And thank thee well, for doing me ſuch wrong: | 
Te. Wauld it were yrong to fay ; : but, Sir, your 
BY fears are true. 
(£0 Henry, Yet for all this, ſay not, my ſon is dead. 
Treſ. Sir, I am forry I muſt force: you to 
Believe, what wou'd to heav'n I had not ſeen: 
But in this laſt battle near Tewkfbury, - 4 
Pour ſon, whoſe active ſpirit lent a fire - 
Eben to the dulleſt peaſant in our camp, 
Still made his way where danger ſtood to "oppoſe him. 5 1 
A braver youth, of more courageous heat / 4 
Ne er ſpurr'd his courfer at the trumpet*s ſound, 
But who'ean rule * uncertain chance of wer? 
„n fine, King Edward won the bloody field, E 
Where both your queen and ſon were made his pri- . 
ſoners. 
K. E. rury. Yet hold! for oh ! this prologue lets me in 
To a moſt fatal tragedy to come. 
Dy'd he a priſoner, ſay'ſt thou? How ? By grief > 3 
85 by the Lloody hands of thoſe that caught him? 
"Mm oe After the fight, Edward in triumph aſk'd 
To ſee the captive prince—the prince was brought, 
Whom Edward roughly chid for bearing arms; 
Aſkiog what reparation he could make | 
For having ſtirr'd his ſubjects to rebellion ? 
1 Your ſon, impatient of ſuch taunts, reply'd, 
Bow like a ſubje&, proud ambitious Vor, 
Where I, now ſpeaking with my father's mouth, 
Propoſe the ſelf. ſame rebel words to thee, 
Which, traitor, thou would have me anſwer to: 
From theſe, more words aroſe ; till in the end 
King Edward, ſwell'd with what th* unhappy prince 
At ivch a time too freely ſpoke, his gauntlet | 
In his young face with indignation ſtruck. | 
At which, crook'd Richard, Clarence, and the reſt 
Bury'd their fatal daggers 1 in his heart. 


— 


* | 


— 
— 
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In bloody ſtate I Law him on the earth,  - 
From whence with life he never more Lroog up. 


K. Henry. Oh! had'ſt thou OPS at every word's 


| eliverance SLY | 
| Sharp poniards in my fleſk while this was told, 
Thy wounds had given leſs anguiſh than thy words. 
Oh, heav'ns ! methinks;I ſee my tender lamb. 
Gaſping beneath the ravenous wolves fell gripe! 7 


* ſay, did all— did. they all ſtrike him, ſay ſt thou ? i 


>T rel. All, Sir; but'the fuſt wound Duke Richard 
gave 5 
* Henry. There let him ſtop ! be that his laft of ills} 


I | Oh barbarous act unhoſpitable men! 
Againſt the rigid laws of arms to kill him! 


Was't not enough, his hope of birth- right gone, 
But muſt your hate be levell'd at his life ? | 
Nor could his father's wrongs content you ? 1 


| Nor cou'd a father's grief diſſuade the deed ? 


You have no children—Butchers, if you had, | 
The thought of them wou'd ſure ole iirt's remorſe: 
Treſ. Take comfort, Sir, and hope a better +4 
PE » Henry. Oh! who can hold a fire in his hand, 
By e on the froſty Caucaſus? ' 
Or wallow naked in December's ſnow, 5 
By bare remembrance of the ſummer's heat? 
Away—by heaven I ſhall abhor his fight 
| 7 bids me be of comfort more ! 0 
Ig thou wilt ſoothe my ſ:rrows, then I'll thank thee. 
_ Aye! now thou'rt Lind indeed | theſe tears a, me. 


Tre/. Alas! my lord, I fear more evils towards yau- 


E. Henry. Why, let it come, J ſcarce. Well {cel iu 
now; 
My preſent woes have beat me to the e 
And my hard fate can make me fall no lower. 
What can it be——give it its N ſhape—— | 
ah my poor boy 


ref, A word does ar - it comes in Gloſter? s form. 


K. Henry, Frightful indeed! By me the worſt that 
_ threatens, _ 
Treſ. After the murder of your ſon, ſtern Richard, 


As if unſated with the wounds he had g vey, 


d Þ With unwall'd hands went from his friends i in haſte ; - 


And being aſk'd by Clarence of the cauſe, 
He, low'ring, . er I mult to the tower; 


% 


j 


3 
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I've buſineſs there; excuſe me to the king: 


Before you reach the town, expect ſome news: 


And now, good friend, ſuppoſe me or my death bed, 
And take of me thy laſt, ſhort living leave. JE 
Nay, keep thy tears till thou haſt ſeen me dead: 


Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, | 
And ſend thy hearers weeping to their beds. [ Exeunt. 


This ſaid, he vaniſh'd—and I hear's arriv'd. 


K. Henry. Why then the period of my woes is ſet 3 


| For ills but thought by him, are balf perform'd. 


| Enter Lieutenant, with an order. Tz 

Lieut. Forgive me, Sir, what Pm eompell'd Yobey, 
An order for your cloſe confinement. . 

K. Henry. Whence comes it, good lieutenant? 
Lieut. Sir, from the Duke of Glo'ſter. 

K. Henry. Good night to all, then; I obey it; 


And when in tedious winter nights, with good 
Old folk, thou ſitt'ſt up late | 


To hear em tell the difmal tales 


Of times long paſt, ev'n now with woe remember d 
Before thou bid'ſt good night, to quit their grief, 


Enter Glo'ſter. 


| Gle'P. Now are our brows bound with victorious 8 


wreaths, = | 
Our ſtern alarms are chang'd to merry meetings ; 
Our bruiſed arms hung up for monuments ; 1 8 
Our dreadful marches to delightful meaſures: Y 


Grim: viſag d War has ſmooth'd his wrinkled front, 


And now, inſtead of mounting barbed ſteeds, 
To fright the ſouls of fearful adverſaries, 

He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 

To the laſcivious pleaſing of a lute: - 

But I, that am not ſhap'd for ſportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glaſs ; 


+ 


J, that am rudely ſtamp'd, and want love's majeſty 


To ſtrut before a wanton, ambling nymph; 
I, that am curtaiPd of man's fair proportion, 


—— 


Cheated of feature by difſembling gature, 


Deform'd, unfiniſh'd, ſent before my time 


And that ſo lamely and un faſbionable, 


Into this breathing world, ſcarce half made up | 


That dogs bark at me as I halt by 'em; 3 | 
Why'l, in this weak piping time of peach 


Have no del ght to paſs away my hours, 


8 A 
4 A 
"1 7 
„ 


— 


5 Glo A. Good day, my lord! What, at your book ſo 


1 thief does fear each buſh an officer. 
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Unleſs to ſee my ſhadow 1 in the funs => 


And deſcant on my own deformity. | | 
Then fince this earth affords no joy to me, 


But to command, to check, and o erbear ſuck: 
As are of happier perſon than myſelf; . 
Why then to me this reſtleſs world's but hell, 
Till this miſhapen trunk's aſpiring head 

Be circled in a glorious diadem——— 

But then 'tis fix d on ſuch a height; oh l. I 


Muſt ſtreteh the utmoſt reaching of my ſoul: | c p 
Fll climb betimes, without remorſe or dread, $5 EE 
And my firſt Rep ſhall be on Henry's head. LZ xd. BY 

8 C36 N E, 4 Chamber in the Tower, IN 1 
Fi Henry fabi © - 


Enter Lieutenant, 
Lieut, Aſleep fo ſoon ! but Sorrow minds no ſeaſons, 
The morning, noon, and night, with her's the ſame ; 
She, fond of. any hour that yields repoſe. | 
K. Henry. Who's there! Bann 1 is it you Th 
Comer 'hither \ | 
1 You ſhake, my lord, and hk affrighted, 
K. Henry. Oh!] I have had the apes 12 dream {[ 
6 ſuck fights, 5 | 2 
That, as i live, © 8 
I wou'd not paſs another hour ſo drenifel, 9 
Tho! *twere to buy a world of happ days. 
Reach me a book——T'Il try if reading can 
Over theſe melancholy thoughts. PA » 
Enter Gho'ſter. 


— 


hard? ; 
1 diſturb you. . | 
K. Henry. You 0 indeed, A 
Glos ft. Friend, leave us to ourſelves ; we muſt confer: 
K. Henry. What ny ſcene has Roſcius now to act? 
Exit Lieutenant. 


lo ft. Suſpici on x always haunts the guilty mind : 


„ Where thieves without controlment rob 5 


K. 


JJ... Ks 

I j̃be traveller does fear each buſn a thief: 

The poor bird that has been already lim'd, 
* — * miſdoabte of every buſh * 


* . 


* 
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And 1, the hapleſs inale to one ſweet bird, 
Have now the fatal object in my eye, 
By whom my young one bled, was caught and kilbd. 
Glo'ft, Why, what a peevith fool was that of Co 
That taught his ſon the office of a fowl, 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was "drown'd 2 
Thou ſhould'ſt have taught thy boy his prayers alone, 
* than he had not broke his neck with climbing. 1 
| Jenry. oa kill me with thy weapon, not thy. 
word 1 
My breaſt can better. brook thy Jaeger? 3 point, b 
Than can my ears that piercing Rory. | 
But wherefore doſt thou come? is't for my liſe 2 
619%. Think'ſt thou 1 am an execationer? 
= Henry. If murdering innocents be e 
Then thou'rt the, worſt of executioners. . 
SGlo'g. Thy fon I kill'd for his preſumption. „ 
7 K. Henry, 3 thou Deas xill'd when firſt thou ddt 
a prefume, 
Thou hai not liv'd to kill a fo of mine: 
But thou wert born to maſſacre mankind, 
How many old mens ſighs, and widows moans 
How many orphans water-ſlanding eyes, 
Men for their ſons, wives for their bu ans fu fate, 
And children for their parents timeleſs nap 3 
Will rue the hour that ever thou wert born? 
The owl ſhriek'd at thy birth, an evil ſign; 
The night- crow cry'd, forboding luckleſs time; 
Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeſts ſhook down frees 
The raven rok d her on the chimney's top, 
And chattering pies in diſmal diſcord ſung ; 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
' And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope. 
Which plainly ſaid, thou cam'ſt to bite mankind, 
And if the reit.be true which I Hor heard, | 
Thou cam'ſt—— .. $ : 
Gl. PII hear no more Die, prophet, in thy 
ſpeech;.-. - 
F or this among it the reſt was 1 0 [Stabs Bim. 
. Hexry. Oh] and for much more ſlaughter after 
| this. „ . 
104 heav'n forgive my ſins, and pardon thee, [Dies. 
1 N Pe! wah the aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 


„ 2 — 
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Sink in the ground? —1 thought it would Wi 
mounted. | 


| Lee how m my ſword weeps for the poor kiog's death; 


Oh, may ſuch purple tears be always ſhed 


From thoſe that wiſh the downfall ol our houſe. 
If any ſpark of life be yet remaining, | 


Down, dowa to hell, and ſay I'ſent thee thithir, 
I that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 


Indeed, tis true, what Henry told me of; 
For I have often heard my mother ſay, 


I came into the world with my legs forward ;-. 
The midwife wonder d, and the women cry'd, 
Good heaven bleſs us! he is born with teeth! 


And fo I was, which plainly ſignified 


That I ſhould ſnarl and bite, and play the dog. 
Then fince the heay'ns have ſhap'd my body ſo, 
Let hell make croak'd my mind to anſwer it. 

I have no brother, I am no brother, 

And this word love, which greybeards call ie. 


: Be reſident in men, like one another, 
And not in me—I am—myſelf alone. 5 2 
Clarence, beware, thou keep ſt me from the light; 1 


But if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Thou ſt not another day te live; which done, 


Heav'n take the weak King Edward to his merey, 
And leave the world for me to buſtle in. 


But ſoft I'm ſharing ſpoil before the field is won. 
Clarence ſtill breathes, Edward ſtill lives And reigus; 
* MES gone, then Vo muſt count * er 


1 FE 


— 


A th T I. "SCENE, S. r 
Enter Treſſel, meetiag Lord Stanley. 


Treſſel. M 


you to St. Paul's ? 


+: Stanley. I came, amongſt the crowc, to ſee the ew bo 


«4 


Of poor king Henry; *ris a diſmal fight: 


But yeſterday I ſaw him in the tower ; 


His talk is flill ſo freſn within my memory, 


That 1 could weep to think how fate has us*d hi „ 


wonder where's Duke Richard's policy,” 
-Ja ſuffering him to lie expos'd to view ; , 
2 he believe chat men will love him for 1 


. 


Y lord, your ſervant; pray what brought | 
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* 25 re/c Oh yes, Sir, love him, as he loves his brothers. 
| When was you with king Edward, pray, my lord? 
| I hear he leaves his food, is melancholy, - 
And his phyſicians fear him mightily. _ 
Stanley. Tis thought he'll ſcarce recover, 
; Shall we to court, and hear more news of him £ | 
Fre. I am oblig' d to pay attendance here: 
The Lady Aune Has licence to remove "4 
King Henry's corpſe to be interr'd at Chertſey ; - ; 
And I'm ohgag'd to follow her. =_ 
Stanley. Mean you king Henry's daughter-in-law ? — 
Te, The fame, Sir, widow to the late Prines E. ; 85 
9 e 2 
« Whom Glo'fter kill'd at Tewlfbury. | 
Stanley. Alas! poor lady, the's ſeverely us'd; 
And yet I hear Richard attempts her love: - 
"Mechinks the wrongs he” s done her might Aifvoritage X 


„im, 1 g 
45 7 700 Neither thoſe ene nor his own ſhape, can f 
fright him: a „ A 


He ſent for leave to viſit her this mornin g. | 
And the was forc'd to keep her bed to avoid him: 
1 But ſee, ſhe is arriv'd— Will you along f 


To ſee this doleful ceremony ?7 is 
Stanley. I'll wait on you. 5 8 [ Excunt. 
2 Enter Glo'ſter. „ 
Gif. Twas her excuſe to avoid me—Alas ! | Za 
She keeps no bed 4 


She has health enough to progreſs as far as Chertſey, 
Tho? not to bear the fight of me. 

| I cannot blame her | | 
1 Why, love forſwore me in my mother's 255 8 {0 


And, for I ſhould not deal in his ſoft laws, 
| He did corrupt frail nature with a bribe, © n 
To ſhrink my arm up like a wither'd ſhrub, . 405 
| To make an envious mountain on my back, FED 
| Where fits deformity to mock my body; 
To ſhape my legs of an unequal fize, 
Jo diſproportion me in every part; 
And am then a man to be belov'd ? „ 
5 Of, monſtrous thought ! more vain than my ambition, "8 
\ , Emer Lieutenant haftily. 
| Lin. 85 lord, 1 "SO your grace 


7 — 


** | "I 


THE TRAGICAL HISTORY or 


8 905 5A 57 Be pone, fellow ! Pm: not at leiſure. 5 
5 Lieut, My lord, the king your brother's taken ill. 
85 Glo f. I' Wait on him: leave 555 friend. | 

Ha Ed ward taken ill! 5 
| Would he were waſted, martew, bones, and a1, 
That from his loins no more young brats may rife 
To croſs me in the golden time I Took for. 


| | SCE N E. draws and diſcovers Lady Anne in mourning, 
s Tord Stanley, Treſſel, Guards, aud Bearers, with 
os | King Henry's body. | 
Pd But ſee! my . whites! the ds, 
| ? 1 Harting pale luſtre, like the ſilver moon, 
1 ' Thro' her dark vert of rainy ſorrow ! e 
| 7. 0" mourneg the Dame'of Epheſus her loves „„ 
And Thus the ſoldier, arm'd wk reſolution,  - 
Told his ſoft tale, and was a thriving wooer. [RET io 
Ii true, my form perhaps may little move her, 
| WE ib tongueiſhall-wheedle with the devil: 
Vet hold, the mourns the man that Thare kill'd. 
Pirſt let hes! ſorrow take ſome vent=—ſtand here, 
 Pll-take her paſſion in its wain, and turn 
This ſtorm of grief to gentle drops of 1 0 


— 8 —— 2 426 ů 4, 
* 
3 


Wl 


55 OT his repentant murderer. (= re tires. 
g La; Anne. Hung be the heav'ns imm black, yield 
| .day to night, 


J 


Comęts pee change of times and Hates „„ 
Brandiſh your Hery treſſes in the fk y,, “ 
And with them ſcourge the bad . „ 
That have conſente d ro King Henty's des tg. 
Oh be accuiſt the hand that ſhed his blood, _ - 
Accurſt the head that Bad the heart to do it; 
8 If ever he have wife, let her be made | 
4 - More miſc rable by the life of him, = 
<4; Thar I am now by Edward's death and thine. 
68%. Poor girl, what pains ſhe takes to curſe her- 
„ ſet) ö ee 
> | | La, Kine, If ever be have a child; abortive be it, 
Prodigious apd ontimely brought to light, 
9 | Whole hideous form, whoſe moft unnatural aſpect, 
5 May fright che hopeful mother at her views 
And that be heir to his unhappineſs. f 
Now on to Chertſey with your ſacred load. 
e A. 125 you that beat the wks, and ſerit down. 


„ a 3 
uu 


— 
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La, Anne. What black magician conjures op hi 2 
fend, E 
To ſtop devoted charitable deeds ? 8 3 3 
Slo. ft. Villains, ſet down the corſe, or, by St. Paul, 5 
I'll make a corſe of him that diſobeys. ö 
Guard. My lord, ſtand back, and let the calls paſte. 
'Glo'ft.. Unmanner'd ſlave !. ſtand thou when I com- 4 
mand. „ 
Advance thy nalbert higher chan my breaſt t,. 5 ; 
Or, by St. Paul, Ti ſtrike thee to my foot, . 5 
And ſpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldneſ. 
La. Ann. Why doſt thou haunt him thus, date | 
end £5 | g 
Thou hadi but power over his mortal body, 111 
His ſoul thou canſt not reach; therefore be gone. 
Glo. Sweet ſaint, be not ſo hard, for charity. 
La. Anne. If. thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 
J Bchold this pattern of thy butcheries. | 
; ' | Why didſt thou de this deed? could, not the Jaws: 
Ot mar, of nature, nor of heaven, cifluadr:thee ? 
my No beaſt fo fierce, but knows ſome touch of pity. 
Nt G. If want of pity be a crime ſo hateful, 
Whence is it thou, fair excellence, art guilty 7 
13 Ea. Are. What means the: ſlanderer? Y 
Olo. Vouchſafe, divine perfection af a woman, - 
Of theſe my crimes ſuppogd, to give me leave, 5 
nn By circumitance, but to acquit myſelf. . 
4 La. Aue. Then take chat ſword, whoſe. bloody 


— 


p45 point ſtill reehs 
= With Henry s life, with 8 loy d lord's, young Eu- 


14 Wards, / 
= And here lerout thy own, to appeaſe. their heiss.. 
o.. By fuch deſpair I ſho lu accuſe myſel.. 
„ La. Anne. Why by NE only _ * ſtand 
e xcus' d? „„ 
| Dia thaw not kill this king 2 e | f 
Glo ft. 1 grant ye. 15 3 
La. Anne. Oh ! he was gentle, loving mild, and Eo 
virtuous; | 8 
But he's in heav'n, where thou canſt never come. 5 < 5 


l. Was J not kind to ſeud bim thitber, chen 2 
He was much fitter for that place than earth. 
La. Arne. Gs thou unfit for any N but mak 

| „ ; 


" — 


of - * 4 * ; : \ 
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: o. ves, one place elſe—if you will hear me A. 
; name it. : LA 
SIG La. Anne. Some dungeon. 5 i 4 
Won | _ Gle'ff. Your bed- chamber. | * 
$ >: 1a So III reſt betide the chamber where thou 
| 5 H. E it will, Madam, ll I lie in your” 
La. Anne, 1 hope ſo. - : 


_ Ce. I know ſo. But, gentle Lady Anne, 
[288 Te leave this keen encounter of our tongues, 1 
WH And fall to ſomething a more ſerious method, 
IIIs net the cauſer of the untimely deaths 
7 Of theſe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
| A s blameful as the executioner? — 
| | La 4 Thou wert the cauſe, and moſt accurs =: i 
1 5 Fffect. | | | 
1-1 Glo A. Your beaut was. the cauſe of that effect; 
Poor beauty! that did haunt me in my ſleep, 5 
1 To undertake the death of all the world, 
1 So l might live one hour in that ſoft boſom | \ 
La. Anne. If thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
© IE Theſe hands ſhould rend that beauty from my cheeks. 
REF 1. Glo. Theſe eyes could not endure that > car ah 's 
8 7 wreck; 1 N 
5 You ſhould not blemiſh i it, if I food by-: ; 
1,» As all the world is nouriſh'd by the ſun, _ „„ 

, 801 by that—It is my day, my life! . 
by La. Anne. I would it were, to be reveng'd on thee. 
61. It is a quarrel moſt unnatural, 5 
WP Too wiſh revenge on him that loves thee. g 
* | La. Anne. Say rather tis my duty, 

| - To ſgek revenge on him that kill'd my \ bylband. 

Glo. Fair creature, he that Kid thy buſband, 
Dic it to—help thee to a better huſband. _ 
Sn La. 44ze, His better does not breathe upon the 1 
„„ . + Gbf. He lives that loves thee PR than he could. 
| 1 | 18 5 35 Anne. Name him. 189 E By I'M | 1 


[+ | 5 Slo ſt. Plantagenet. 

3 La. Anne. Why that was he. | 
. Glo. The ſeli - ſame name, but one of ſofter natures 
La. Anne, Where is he? 


Glo ſt. Ah ! take more pity in hy eyes, and ſee him 
8 There! 


. 
oo 
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La. Anne. 3 they. were baſiliſke, to, ſtrike thee 
dea 8 
Glo- f. I would they were, that I might dis at once, 
For now they kill me with a living death! _ 
Darting with cruel aim, defpair and love: 
JI never ſu'd to friend er enemy; - 
My tongue could never learn ſoft ſmoothiog 3 Sp 
But now thy beauty is propos'd my fee, | 
My 4 heart ſues, and prompts my tongue to a. 
La. Anne. Is there a tongue on earch can ſpeak for 


— 4 2 
2 

2 
IS 


thee? YEN, 
Why doſt thou court my hate? 5 
Tre/. Where will this end ? She 8 upon „ 
1 YL 
7 Stanley. But yet ſhe hears TAY in her frowns—I fear 
him. | : 
Gui. Oh, teach not thy ſoft lip fach cold con-„— 
1 tempt — r 
1 thy relentleſs heart cannot forgive, = 


| 4 Lo, here I lend thee this ſharp-pointed ſword, 
Which, if thou pleaſe to hide in this true "96a" 
And let the honeſt foul out that adores thee, 3 | 
lz lay it naked to the deadly ſtroke, 1 | 1 
5 1 *. humbly beg that death · upon my knee. 3 <] 
15 La. Anne. What ſhall I ſay or do! Direct me, bear ns 
When ſtones weep, ſure the tears are natural, 
And heaven itſelf inſtructs us to forgive, 
When they do flow from a ſincere — | =— 
G. Nay, do not pauſe, for I did kill King Henry, | 
 Bufr*twas thy wond'rous beauty did provoke me; ; 8 
] Or, now diſpatch—'twas I that ſtabb d young Edward. 5 
Baut 'was thy heavenly face that ſer me oa; | 
| And I might fill perfiſt (fo ſtubborn is 
My temper) to rejoice at what I've done, 
But that thy powerful eyes (as roaring ſeas | . 
| - Obey the changes of the moon) have turn dd - 
4 My heart, and made it Jour with penitence, 33 
| | [She drops the ford. . 
Take up the ſword again, or take up me. | . 
La. Anne. No, though I wiſh thy death, 
I will not be thy executioner. ; OS 
Glo'ff. Then bid me kill myſelf, and I [will doi it. 
Las Anne. 1 have already. 


4 
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Wn jo; Gb. That was in thy rage; 
E- | Say it again, and with thy word, 


E This guilty hand, that robb'd thee of thy love, 
5 Shall, for thy love, revenge thee on thy lover. 
To both their deaths ſhalt thou be acceſſary, | 
Tre/. By heav'n ſhe wants the heart to bid him do't, 
Stanley. What think you now, Sir? 
Tres. Am ſtruck! I ſcarce can credit what 1 ſee. | 
Stanley. Why, you ſee a woman. 5 f 
Treſ. When future chronicles ſhall ſpeak of this, 1 
They will be thought romance, not hiſtory. Fo 
1 | Glo'ft, What, not a word to pardon or condemn me? 
V thou. art wiſh—and canſt with ſilence kill me; 
Net ev'n in death my fleeting ſoul purſues thee ; 
PDiaſn not the tears of penitence away. | | 
5 La. Anne, Would'it thou not blame me to forgive 
r | thy crimes ? | | 
bj. : Glo "ſt, They're not to be forgiven ; no, not even \ 
EE 


Penitence can atone *em——Oh, miſery 
Of thought! that ſtrikes me with at once repentance 
And deſpair—— Tho” unpardon'd, yield me pity. ) 
La. Anne. Would I knew thy heart. | 
Glo. Tis figur'd in my tongue. | oh 
La, Anne. I fear me both are t. lie. 
Glo'ff, Then never man was true. 
; La. Anno. Prt up thy ſword. 
2 Glo A. Say then, my peace is made. {| 
| La. Anne. That ſhalt thou know hereafter. 
# 69%. But ſhall I live in hope? 1 
r La. Aune. All men, I hope, live ſo. : 
GA. I ſwear, bright ſaint, Iam not what I was. 
Thoſe eyes have turn'd my ſtubborn heart'to woman; F 
Thy goodneſs makes me ſoft in penitence, 7 „„ 
And my harſh thoughts are turn'd to peace and love. | 
Oh! if thy poor devored ſervant might 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 
Thou wouldſt confirm his happineſs for ever. 
La. 4:nr. What is't? X 
Glo g. That it may pleaſe thee, leave theſe ſad deſigns 
To him that has moſt cauſe to be a mourner, | 
And preſentty repair to Crotby-hovle ; 5 
Where, after I have ſolemuly interr 'd, 
| At Chertſey monaſt'ry, this injur d king, | 
N Aud wet * grave with my 3 tea, 


* : 
0 
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T will with all expedient duty ſee you: 
For divers unknown reaſons, I beſeech _ 
Grant me this favour: 
La. Anne. I do, my lord—and much i itjoys.we, too, 
To fee you are become ſo penitent. 
Treſſel and Stanley go along with me. 
Olo. Bid me farewel. 
La. Aune. Tis more than you deſerve; 3 
But ſince you teach me how to flatter — 
Imagine I have ſaid farewel already. _ . 
Guard. Towards Chertſey, my lord? 
Gis fe No, to White-friars,.there attend my comin g. 
5 [ Exeunt Guards with the B 2 . 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd ? 
* Was ever woman in this humour won ?. N 
I' have her, but I wiil not keep her long. 
What! I that kilbd her huſband and her father, 
Jo take her in her heart's. extremeſt hate, 
Wich curfes in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witneſs of my. hatred by, . 
Having heav'n, her conſcience, and theſe bars againſt: 
. me, 
And I no friends to back my ſuir withal, 
Put the plain devil, and diſſembling looks! 
+ And yet to win her! all the world to nothing! 
Caan ſhe abaſe her beauteous eyes on me, 
Whoſe all not equals Edward's moiety? 
On me, that halt, and am miſhapen thus! 
My dukedom to a widow's chaſticy. 
I do miſtake my perſon all this while: 
Upon my life, ſhe finds, altho' I cannot, 
Myſelf to be a marvellous proper man. 
Pil have my chambers lin'd with looking-glaſs ; 
And entertain a ſcore or two of taylors, 
To ſtudy faſhions ro adorn my body. 
Since I am crept in favour with myſelf, . * ** 
I will maintain it with ſome little coſt; 
But firſt, Til turn St. Harry to his grave, 
And then return lamenting to my love. 
| Shine out, fair fun, till I ſalute my glaſs, | 
That I may ſee my ſhadow as I paſs. LEA, 
S CE N. E, the Prejence, 
Enter Buckingham haſtily, meting Lord'Stanley. | 
TT: Did you ſee the duke ? . 
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1 "ls. What duke, my lord ? 

1 Buck. His Grace of Gloſter, did you fee bim 2 
Stanley. Not lately, my lord—I hope no ill news. 
Buck, The work that heart el er bore, or tongue can | 

. utter;. 

Edward the king, his royal brother's dead! . 
Stanley. Tis Tad indeed 1—I wiſh by your impa- | 

5 | 
To acquaint him tho', you think it ſo to him. Alia. 
Did the king, my lord, make any mention g 
Df a protecior for his crown and children? | 
got Buch. He did—Duke Richard has the care of both. 5 
| Stanley. That fad news you are atraid to tell him took 
Aide. 
Buck. Hel 8 no il, I'm OY to G11 his place. 
Stanley. Pray heav'n he's not too diligent, [Afide. 
My lord—lIs not that the Ducheſs of York, 
The king*s mother ? coming, I fear, to viſit him. 
Buck. Tis ſhe—little thinking what has befallen us. 
Eur Ducbeſi of York, 
Duc. of York. Good day, my lords; how takes the 
ö king his reſt? \ 
Buck. Alas Madam, too well—he fleeps for ever. 
Duc. of York. Dead! Good heav'n ſupport me! 
Buck. Madam, twas my unhappy lot to hear : 
His laſt departing groans, and cloſe his eyes. 5 
Duc. of York. Another taken from me, too : Why, 
juſt heav n, 1 
Am I Ri1l left the laſt in life 8 woe? 
Firſt J bemoan'd a noble huſband's death, 
Yet liv'd with looking on his images: np 
But now my laſt ſupport is gone firſt = FOR 
Now Edward is for ever taken from me: WO 
- And 1 muſt now of force fink down with ſorrow. . 
Buck. Vour youngeſt ſon, the noble Richard, lives: 
His love, know, will feel his mother's cares, 
And bring new comfort to your latter days. 
5 Duc. of York. Twere new ET for " of him 
\ P ve none, f 

= Unleſs a churlih diſpoſition may F 

Ze counted from à child a mother's comfort. 
Where is the queen, my lord? 
Buck. 1 left her with bur kinſmen, . in 8 / 
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Who have with much ado perſuaded her 
To leave the body—Madam, they are here. 
: 1 Enter Queen, Rivers, and Dorſet, . _ 
Qucen. Why do you thus oppoſe my grief? unleſs, 
To make me rave, and weep the faſter ? Ha ! 
My mother too in tears ! freſh ſorrow ſtrikes 
My heart, at ſight of every friend that Jov'd 
My Edward living— Oh, mother, he is dead ! 
Edward my lord, thy ſon, our king, is dead! 
Ohl! that my eyes could weep away my foul, 
Then I might follow worthy of his hearſe, _ 
Stanly. Your duty, Madam, of a wife is dead, 
And now the mother's only claims your care. 1 
Tpdbink on the prince, your ſon—ſend for him ſtraight, 
And let his coronation clear your eyes. | 
Bury your griefs in the dead Edward's grave, 
| Revive your joys on living Edward's throne. 


Li Queen. Alas! that thought but adds to my affliftions. 
New tears for Edward gone, and fears for Edward. 
= / living 3 . | | 


An helpleſs child in his minority 
Is in the cruſt of his ſtern uncle Glo'ſter; 
A man that frowns on me, and all of mine. 


Buck. Judge not ſo hardly, Madam, of his love; 
_ Your ſon will find in him a father's care, Fel ore 


n 
* N — 


| Enter Gloſter behind. 3 
Co. Why ay! theſe tears look well —Sorrow's 
the mode, | ; 


And every one at court muſt wear it now : 3 
With all my heart; I'll not be our of faſhion, [T Aide. 
Queen. My lord, juſt heaven knows, I never hated 

| Glo'ſter; N | 
But wou'd on any terms embrace his friendſhip, | 
| Buck. Theſe words wou'd make him weep I know 


- 


Wyo: ꝛ » CT 4A 
See where he comes in ſorrow for our loſs; B | 
Gl. My lords, geod-morrow———Coufin ß 
| Buckingham, 9 | 
I am yours, "OP | [Weeps. 


Buck. Good morning to your grace. 
Glo. Methinkks 3 
We meet like men, that had forgot to ſpeak. 
_ Buck. We may remember - but our argument 
Is now too mournful to admit much talk, 


* 
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And is not that a gog 


n 
* q 


Si. It is indeed | Peace be with him that made it ſo, 


Siſter, take comfort——"tis true, we've all cauſe 


To mourn the dimming of our ſhining ſtar: 
But forrow never cou'd revive rhe frag 1 

And, if it cou'd, hope wou'd prevent our tears; 

So we muſt weep becauſe we weep in vain. 
Madam, my mother do cry you mercy. 

My grief was blind did not ſee your grace. 

Moſt humbly on my knee I'crave your bleſſing. 55 
Duc. of Tor. Thou haſt itz and may thy charitable. 
Heart and tongue love dne another ; may. heav'n | 
Endow thy breaft with meekneſs and obedience !- 
Glo. Amen, and make me die a goed old man: 
That's the old but - end of a motbei's bleffing ; 


I marvel that her grace did leave it our. [A lde. 


Buck. My lords, I think *twere fit that now Prince 
| Edward O TEE 7 


Forthwith from Eudlow ſeu'd be. ſent for home, 


In order to bis-coronation. = Og 
Glo: By all means, my lords, Come, let's in to 
council, | 5 


And appoint who ſhall be the meſſengers :; 
Madam, and you, my ſiſter, pleaſe you go 
To give your ſentiments on this occaſion. 


* 


Queen. My lord, your wiſdom needs no help from me, 


My glad conſept you have in all that's juſt; 


Or for the people's good, tho” E ſuffer by't. 7 

C. Pieaſe you to retire, Madam; we ſhall propoſe 

What you'd Bot think the people's wrongs nor yours. 
Queen. May heaven profper all your good intent. 

| l kErxeunt all but Glo'ler and Buck. 


G. Amen, with all my heart,—for mine s the 
| crown ;. HE, a AR 


 0ne——ha '- pray'd ſhe not 


N — 
Mz d 


| well, confin 55 
Buck. I hope the propheſy'd—you now ſtand fair. 
Elo g. Now by St, Paul, I feel it here—methinks- 
The maſſy weight ont galls my laden broõ-w - 
What think'ſt thou, couſin, wert not an eaſy matter 


To get Lord Stavley's hand to help it on ? 


Ba. My lord, Fdoubr that for his. father's fake ; 


He loves the prince too well ; he'il ſcarce be won. 
To any thing againſt him. 


Cloe f. Poverty, the reward of honeſt, fools, | 
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O'ertake him for t—What think". thou then of 
Haſtings ? 
Buck. 'He ſhall be try'd, y lord—Pl1 find out 
Cateſpy, „ 

Who ſhall ar ſubtle diſtance found: his thoughts, 

But we muſt ſtill ſuppoſe the worſt may happen: 

What if we find him cold in our deſign? 2 

ED. We Chop off his head-ſometinng well ſoon de- 5 

termine; . ä 

But haſte, and find out Cateſby : 

That done, follow me to the council-chamber ; . 

We'll not be ſeen together much, nor have 

It known that we confer in — 

* good couſin. | 8 
Buck. J am gone, my lord. 5 Exit. | 
Gl. Thus far we run before the wind; | 

My fortune ſmiles, and gives me all that I dare aſk. | 

The copquer'd Lady Anne is bound in vows 

Faſt as the prieſt can make us, we are one. 

The king, my brother, fleeps without his pillow, 

And I'm left the gre of his infant heir. 

Let me ſee :? 

The prince will ſoon be bre let him! the erown! 

Oh yes ! he ſhall have twenty globes and ſcepters too, 

Newones, made to play withal—but no coronation- 3 

No, nor any court- flies about him — no kinſmen. | | 

Hold ye—wheie ſhall he keep his court? — 

Ay - the tower. YO „ 
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E” cT I. SCENE 1 Pk: 


Enter Prince Elune, Glo'ſter, Buckingham, Lord Sn 
eee Treſſel, and Attendants. 


G fr. "OW, my royal couſin, welcome to London. 
; Welcome to all thofe honour'd dignitdes 

Which by your father's will, aud by your birth, 
Vou ſtand the undoubted heir poſſeſs'd of: 
And if mv plain ſimplicity of heart 3 
May take the liberty to fhew itſelf, — 
Fou 're farther welcome to your uncle's care 5 
And love — Why do you figh, my lord ? | 

The weary way — you melancholy. — * oy. 


* 


5 | 
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p. Ed. No, uncle, but our eroſſes on the way 
Have made it tedious, weariſome, and heavy: 
I want more uncles here to welcome me ! 
Treſ. More uncles! what means his highneſs? 
Stanley. Why, Sir, the careful Duke of Glo'ſter has 
Secur'd his kinſmen on the way—Lord Rivers, Grey, 
Str Thomas Vaughan, and others of his friends, 
Are. piiſoners now in Pomfret Caſtle ; 
On what pretence it boots not there they are, 
Let the devil and the duke alone to accuſe e 
Gl. My lord, the mayor of London comes "= 
greet you. : 
| Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. 
Li. Mayor. Vouchſafe, moſt gracious ſovereign, te 
accept | 
The general homage of your loyal city: 
We farther beg your royal leave to ſ 1 
In. deep condoſement of your father's loſs ; 
And, as far as our true fortow would permit, 
"= 7oratulate your acceſſion to the throne. © 
P. Eg. I thank you, good my lord, and thank you 
« . all. 155 
Alas, my youth is yet unfit to govern, AS: 
Therefore the ſword of juſtice is in abler hands ; 
But be affur'd of this, ſo much already 
— perceive 1 love you, that tho' I know not yet 
To. do you offices of good; yet this I know, 
PII ſooner die, than baſely do you wrong. 


Glo? ft So wife, fo young, they ſay do never live long. 
SL 
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Pi. EA. My lords, | 
I thought my mother, and my brother York, 


Woü'd long ere this have met us on the way, 
Say, uncle Glo'ſter, if our brother come, . 
Where ſhall we ſojourn till our coronation ?. 
G,. Where it ſhall ſeem beſt to your royal ſelf ; 
May I adviſe you, Sir, ſome day or two _ 
- Your highnefs ſhall.repoſe you at the tower; 
Then where you pleaſe, and ſhall be thought moſt fie 
For your beſt health and recreation. + 
P. Ed. Why at the tower? But be it as you pleaſe. | 
| Buck. My tord—your brother's Grace of York. 
Enter Duke and Ducheſi of Vork. 


P. Ed. Rickard of York! how fares our deareſt bro= 
1 ther? bp Enbracing. 
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D. of York. Oh, my dear lord! So J muſt callyou « _ 
now. 8 | | , 
P. Ed. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is youts. 
Too ſoon he dy'd, who might have better worn 
That title, which in me will loſe its majeſty. ET 
Gloft. How fares our couſin, noble Lord of Vork? 
D. of York. Thank you kindly, dear uncle—Oh, 
my lord, 5 
Vou faid that idle weeds were faſt in growth; 
The king, my brother, has out-grown me far. 
Gloſt. He has, my lord. 5 
D. of York. And therefore is he idle? 
Gloft. Oh, pretty couſin, I, muſt not ſay ſo. 8 | 
D. of York, Nay, uncle, I don't believe the ſaying s 
true, „ | N 
For if it were, you'd be an idle weed. * 
Glo. How ſo, couſin? es Sh. 
D. of York. Becauſe I have heard folks ſay you grew 


* 


: ſo faſt, | | f 
| Your teeth wou'd knaw a cruſt at two hours old ; by” 
| Now 'twas two years ere I cou'd get a tooth. | 
Gloſt. Indeed! I find the brat is taught this leſſon 
; „ | [ A/ides 
. Who told thee this, my pretty meriy couſin? 
D. of Tork. Why, your nurſe, uncle, . 
Gloft, My nurſe, child! ſhe was dead fore thou 
| wert born. i ; 


D. of York. If *twas not ſhe, 1 can't tell who told me. 
Giaſt. So ſubtle, too— tis pity thou art ſhort-liv'd. 


5 | 95 : | [ Ae 4e. 
4 P. Ed. My brother, uncle, will be croſs in talk. - 
43 - Glof?, Oh, fear not, my lord, we ſhall never quarrel. 
x P. Ed. I hope your grace knows how to bear with 
ke” | him | 

ie D. of York, You mean to bear me—net to bear with 

| A ; 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me : 


> Becauſe that I am little like an ape, 1 
- He thinks that you ſhould bear me on your ſhoulders. 
* AP. £Z4. Fye, brother, I have no ſuch meaning. 

. Stanley. With what a ſharp, provided wit he reaſons ! | 
To mitigate the ſcorn he gives his uncle, 8 
He prettily and 1 taunts himſelf. 


* 4 + "A. * 
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The ſum is this he ſeem'd awhile to underſtand me 


He ſhall be taken care of— meanwhile, Catefby, 


* 
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Tre/. So cunning and ſe young is wonderful! 
Glo'//. My lord, wilt pleaſe you paſs along? 


Myſelf and my good couſin of Buckingham 
Will to your mother, to intreat of her 


To meet and bid you welcome at the Tower. | 
D. of York. What ! will you go to the Tower, my 
good lord? 8 „ 
P. Ed. My Lord Protector will have it ſo. l 
D. ct York. I ſhan't ſleep in quiet at the Tower. 
Gt. [Il warrant you — King Henry lay there, 
And he ſleeps in quiet. bs „ 
P. Ed. What ſhou'd vou fear, brother ? | 
D. of York, My uncle Clarence? ghoſt, my lord; 
My grandmother told me he was kill'd there. 
P. Ed. I fear no uncles dead, | 
Glo. Nor any, Sir, that live, I hope. 
P. Ed. I hope ſo, too but come, my lords, 
To the Tower, ſince it muſt be ſo. | 
| [Exeunt all but Gloſter and Buckingham. 
| Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York 
Was not inſtructed by his ſubtle mother 


: To taunt and ſcorn you thus opprobriouſly ? 


Glo. No doubt, no doubt; oh tis a fhrewd young 
- maſter; | | 
Stubborn, bold, quick, forward and capable ! 
He is all the mother's from the top to the toe: 
But let them reſ. Now what ſays Cateſby ? 
Buck. My lord, *tis much as I ſuſpected, and 
He's here himſelf to inform you. 5 | 
| Enter Cateſby. : 

Glo'f. do, Cateiby — haſt thou been tampering ? + 
JJ 
Cateſby. My lord, according to th' inſtruction giv'n 

">, "WE | | | 
With words at diſtance dropp'd, I founded Haſtings, 
Piercing how far he did affect your purpoſe; _ 
To which indeed | found him cold, unwilling : 


NOL, 


Bo Atlength, from plainer ſpeaking urg'd to anſwer, 
He ſaid in heat, rather than wrong the head 


To whom the crown was due, he'd loſe his own. 
Glo ſt. Indeed! his own then anſwer for that ſaying: 


. 


j 


| 
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Be thou near me Couſin of Buckingham 

Let's loſe no time — the Mayor and Citizens 

Are now buſy meeting in Guildhall: 

Thither I'd have you haſte immediately, 

And at your meeteſt vantage of the time, 

Improve thoſe hints I gave you late to ſpeak of: 

But above all infer the baſtardy 

Of Edward's children.  _ ka 
Buck. Doubt not, my lord, Fl play the orator £ 

As if myſelf might wear the golden tee ” 

For which I plead. „„ | at: | 
Gly. If you thrive well, bring em to ſee me here, 

Where you ſhall find me ſeriouſly employ'd 

With the moſt learned fathers of the church. 


* 


| \ 


Buck. I fly, my lord, to ſerve you. 

Glo. f. To ſerve thyſelt, my couſin 5 
For look, when I am kng, claim thou of me 
The Earldom of Hereford, and all thoſe moveables 
Whereof the king my brother ſtood poſſeſs'd. | 
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Cateſby, go you with ſpeed to Doctor Shaw, 
And thence, to Friar Beuker -— bid *em both 
Attend me here, within an hour at fartheſt; _ 
Meanwhile my private orders ſhall be given, X 
5 wh [Exit Catelby, 
To lock out all admittance to the princes. A 
Now, by St. Paul, the work goes bravely on. 
How many frightful ſtops would conſcience make 
In ſome ſoft heads, to undertake like me? | 
Came, this conſcience is a convenient ſcarecrow, . 
It guards the fruit which prieſts and wiſe men taſte, 
Vho never ſet it up to fright themſelves ; = 
They know "tis rags, and gather in the face on't ; 
While half-ſtarv'd ſhallow daws thro? fear are honeſt. 
Why were laws made, but that we're rogues by nature? 
Conſcience ! 'tis our coin, we live by parting with itz 
And he thrives beſt _ has the moſt to ſpare. 
1 i 


a LA 


F Back, * remember that your grace was boun- 
4 tiful. 8 
5 Glo g. Couſin, J have ſaid it. SES 
$ Buck. J am gone, my lord. | [Exit. 
* Glo fl. So, Ive ſecured my couſin here. Theſe 
if moveables — | 
= Will never let his brains reſt till Pm king. 
2 
94 


5 . 


8 
3 


* n * 
* rd ads F 
METH Ve ad Is 
> 88 


WITS 
5 — 8 2 


* En 9 
R 
n . 
2 8 . 
PPTP 
od PSS 2 
n 


— 


3 ere Ne —— ej 
— 


— 


* mo i 2 


That | may fend a phyſician's help. 


' Why then ſhall after-ages think my deeds 


| Scene draws, and diſcovers Lady Anne ſiting on a couch. 


Who rudely having grafted on his ſtock, 


Of a ſubſtantial grief—why don't the die ? 


3 : This outward mourning now has malice in't, 
| - - So have theſe ſullen, diſobedient tears; 

TU have you tell the world I dote upon you. 
| , DP 
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The proteſting lover buys hope with it, 

And the a virgin ſhort-liv'd pleaſure: 
Ole grey beards cram their avarice with it: 
Your lenk jaw'd hungry judge will dine upon't, 
And hang the guiltleſs, rather than eat his mutton cold: 
The crown'd head quits it for deſpotic ſway, 
The ſtubborn people for unaw'd rebellion. 
There's not a ſlave but has his ſhare of villain : 


Inhuman, ſince my werſt are but ambition. 
Ev'n all mankind to ſome lov'd ills ineline: 
Great men chooſe greater fin: ; ambition's mine. [ Zæit. 


La. Anne. When, when ſhall I have reſt! Was mar- 
| riage made | | 
To be the ſcourge of our offences here? 
Oh! no—'twas meant a bleſſing to the virtuous 
It once was ſo to me, tho' now my curſe, 
'Fhe fruit of Edward's love was ſweet and pleaſing : 
But, oh! untimely cropt by cruel Glo'ſter; | 


Now makes my life yield only ſorrow. 

Let me have muſic to compoſe my thoughts. [St mu/ic. 
It will not be—nought but the grave can cloſe my eyes. 
But ſee, 5 „ 

He comes, the rude diſturber of my pillow. 

B Baer Gloſter. ., \ | 

Glo. Ha! ſtill in tears? let them flow on; they're 
ligns SL 


* 


She muſt, my intereſt will not let her live. 
The fair Elizabeth hath caught my eye; 
My heart is vacant, and ſhe ſhall fill her place. 


They ſay that women have but tender hearts; = | 


*Tis a miſtake, I doubt—I've found 'em tough; 

They']l bend, indeed--but he muſt ſtraimthatcracks'em. 8 

All I can hope, to throw her into ſickneſs, 1 
lde. EY 


So, Madam, what you ſtill take care, I ſee, 
Fo let the world believe I] love you not. 
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La. Anne. I wiſh I cou'd—bur twill not be believ'd. 
Have I deſerv'd this uſage ? 

Gf. You have—you do not oleaſe me as at firſt, 
La. Anne. What have I done ? ? what borrid crime 
committed ? 

log. To me the worſt of crimes; outliv'd my ikiog. 
La Anne. If that be criminal, juſt heav'n be kind, 
And take me while my penitence is warm, 
Oh, Sir! forgive, and kill me. | 

Glo t. Umph! no the weddling world will call 

that murder. 

And I would have them. think me. pitiful.: 
Now wert thou not afraid of ſelf-deſtruion,. 
Thou halt a fair eycuſe for't. | 
La. Anne. How fain would I be friends with death! ? 
Oh! name it. 

Glo g. Thy huſband's bate; nor do I hate thee. only 
From the dull d edge of ſated appetite, - 
But from the eager love I bear another... 
Some call me hypocrite what think'f. thou: now | ? 
Do I diflemble ? | 
La. Anne. Thy vows of love to me were all diſſem- 


bled. 
Glo g. Not one - for when I told thee fo, I lov d: 
Thou art the only. ſoul I never yet decetv'd; 7 


And *ts my honeſty that tells thee now,. 
With all my heart ] hate the. % 
If this have no effect, ſhe is immortal. l. 
La. Anne, Forgive me, heav'n, that I for gave this man. 
Oh ! may my ſtory, told in after ages, 
Give warning to our eaſy ſex's ears; 
May it unveil the hearts of men, and ſtrike 
Fhem deaf to their diſſimulated love!. | 
unter n N 
Glo'ft. Now, Cate ſpy © 
Caisſby. My lord, hls Grace of Buckingham a attends | 
your hi ghneſs pleaſure. 1 
Glo Gg. W ait on him I'll expect him here. 


[Exit Catefb Ys 
Your RV LIEN: Madam, will be neceſſary, _ 
La. Anne. Wou'd my death were 16 LExit. 
Cloſt. It may be ſhortly. — 
Euter Buckingham. 


My couſin, what lay the citizens? D 3 


- | 
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Il Buck, Now, by our hopes, my lord, they are ſenſe- 
| . leſs ſtones: 7 a I 
|  - Their hefitatiog fear has ſtruck em dumb, [dren? 
. ef. Touch'd you the baſtardy of Edward's chil- 
0 Buck. I did, with his contract to Lady Lucy; , 
| - Nay, his own baſtardy, and tyranny for trifles ; 
Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 
Vour diſcipline in war, wiſdom in peace; 
Vour bounty, juſtice, fair humility; 
Indeed, left nothing that might gild our cauſe 
Untouch'd, or ſlightly handled in my talk: 
And when my oration drew towards an end, 
I urg'd of them that lov'd their country's good, 
To do you right, and cry, - Long live king Richard ! 
Glo. And did they lo? 
. Buck. Not one, by heav'n! but each like ſtatues fix'd, 
Speechleſs and pale, ftar'd in his fellow's face: 
Which, when I ſaw, -I reprehended them, 
And aſk'd the mayor what meant this wilful filence ? 
His anſwer was, the people were not us'd 5 
— Io be ſpoken to but by the recorder; | 
| Who then took on him to repeat my words: 
Thus ſaith the duke, thus hath the duke inferr'd ; 
But nothing urg'd in warrant from himſelf. 
When he had done, fome followers of my own, 
At th' lower end of th* hall, burPd up their caps, 
And ſome ten voices cry'd, God ſave king Richard . 
| At which I took the vantage of thoſe few, 
| N And cry'd, THenke, gentle citizens, and friends: 
it This general applauſe and cheerful ſhout, 
if Argues your wiidom, and your love to Richard. 
15 And even here broke off, and came away. _ 
© Gf. Oh tongueleſs blocks | wou'd they not ſpeak? 
Will not the mayor, then, and his brethren come? 
| Buck. The mayor is here at hand—feign you ſome 
0 3 fear, 8 
53 And be not ſpeke with, but with mighty ſuit. 
li, A prayer- book in your hand, my lord, were well, 
Standing between two churchmen of reput ; Ws 
if | For on that ground Pf make an holy deſcant; | 
if Vet be not exfily won to our requeſts; | 
if Seem, like the virgin, fearful of your wiſhes. 
11 69%. My other ſelf— my counſel's conſiſtory! 
- My oracle! my prophet | my dear couſin! 
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1, as a child, will go by thy direction. Clord; 
| Buck, Hark! the Lord Mayor's at hand—away, my 


Nor doubt, but yet we reach our point propos d. 
Gio'ft. We cannot fail, my lord, while you are pilot! 


| A little flattery ſometimes does well. - Otto 
Buck. Welcome, my lord, I dance attendance here. 
I am afraid the duke will not be fpoke withal. = 
Enter Cateſby. PR 


Nou, Cateſby, what ſays your lord to my requeſt ? 
Cateſby. My lord, he humbly does intreat your grace 
To vilit him to-morrow, or the next day: 5 
He's now retir'd with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation; 5 
And in no worldly ſuits would he be mov'd 
& To interrupt his holy exerciſe. OE 
Buck. Return, good Cateſby, to the gracious duke; 
Tell him, myſelf, the mayor, and citizens, 
la deep deſigns, in matters of great moment, : 
zRʒo leſs importing than our genera} good, BY | ES 
Are come to have ſome conference with his grace. | 

Careſby. My lord, I'll inſtantly inform his highneſs. 

Buck. Ab, my ierd ! this prince is not an Edward; 
He is not lolling on a lewd love bed, | ; 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans 

But with two deep divines in ſacred praying: 
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on himſelf the toil of ſov'reignty. 
Id. Mazor. Happy indeed, my lord. 

He will not, ſure, refuſe our proferr'd love, _ 

Burk. Alas, my lord] you know him not; his mind's 
Above this world—he's for a crown immortal. © 
Took there; bis door opens: ndw where's our hope? 

ILA. Mayor. See where his grace ſtands, tween two 
„ clergymen! 8 . 
Buck. Ay, ay, tis there he's caught— there's his ö 


ambition. = __fcare! 
Lad. Mayor. How low he bows to thank 'em for their 
And fee ! a pray'r-book in his hand | [pray: 


Buck. Would he were king, we'd give him leaye to - 
Methinks I with it for the love he bea s the city,” © 1 
How have I heard him vow; he thought it hard 5 
The mayor ſhould loſe his title with his office. v 
Well, who knows? He may be won, 


Jo the corruption of a blemiſh'd ftock ; | 
While in the mildneſs of your ſleeping thoughts, 


Your very worſhipful, and loving ene ; 


That or your gracious ſelf you'd take the Ratte, 5 


Zut as ſucceſſively from blood to blood, 
Vour own by right of birth, and lineal glory. 


Which, mellow'd by the ftehling hours of time, 


32 THE TRAGICAL HISTORY or 


LZ Mayor. Ah, my lord)! 
Zuck. See, he comes forth m Friends. be 8 3 
I kno he's cautious to a fault; but do not 
Leave him till our honeſt ſuit be granted. 
5 Enter Glo' ſter evith a book. 
GH . Couſin of Buckingham, i 
I do beſeech your grace to pardon me, 
Who, earneſt in my zealous meditation, 
So long deferr'd the ſervice of my friends: 
Now do I fear I've done ſome ſtrange offence, 
That looks difgracions in the city eye. If o, 
Tis juſt you ſhould reprove my ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my lord; we wiſh your grace, 
On our intreaties, Would amend your fault. 
* Gl/#/f. Elſe wherefore breathe I in a Chriſtian land? 
Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you reſign 
The ſcepter'd office of your anceſtors, 
Fair England's throne, your own due right of birth, 


. 
0 
\ 


(Which here we waken to our country's goed) 
This wounded ifle does want her proper limbs, 
Which to recure, join'd with theſe yal men, 8 


And by their zealous inſtigation, 6 

In this juſt cauſe, I come to move your highneſs, 
And kingly government of this your land, 

Not as protector, ſteward, ſubſtitute, 

Or lowly factor for another's gain; 


Gle'ft. 1 cannot tell, if to depart in ſilence, 
Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, | 
Fits beſt with my degree, or your condition 
Therefore to ſpeak in juſt refuſal of your ſuit, 
And then in fpeaking not to check my friends ; 
Defirlitively thus I anſwer you: 

Your love deſerves my thanks; but my. deſert 
Unmeritable, ſhuns your fond requeſt; 

Foy, heav'n be thank'd, there is-no need of me, 
The royal ſtock has left us royal fruit, 


Will well become the ſeat ef majeſty, 
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And make us (no doubt) happy by his reign. = | 

on him I lay what you woula lay on me, | 
The right and fortune of his happier ſtars + 
= Which heav'n forbid my thoughts ſhould rob him of. 

Lad. Mayor. Upon our knees, my lord, we beg your 
Fo grace | 8 | | : 
Lo wear this precious robe of dignity, 


FX Which on a child muſt ſit too looſe and heavy; 
is yours, befitting both your wiſdom and your birth. , 


Cateſey. My lord, this coldneſs is unkind, - 
Nor ſuits it with ſuch ardent loyalty. : 
Bc. O make em happy! grant their lawful fuit. _ 
= G/p. Alas! why would you heap this care on me! 
lem unfit for ſtate and majeſty. : | : 
I thank you for your loves, but muſt declare 
. do beſcech you take it not amils) 
IT 1 will not! dare. not, muſt not, yield to you. 
Duc. If you refufe us, thro' a ſoft remorſe, "EE 
Loth to depoſe the child your brothers fon, 1 
RX (As well we know your tenderneſs of heart) 
Vet know, tho? you deny us to the lait, 
vLour brother's ſon ſhall never reign our king, : 
But we will plant ſome other in the throne, > 
To the diſgrace and downfal of your houle : 
And thus reſolv'd, I bid you, Sir, farewel. _ 
My lord, and gentlemen, I beg your pardon | 4 
For this vain trouble my intent was good 3 * - 
I would have ſerv'd my country, and my king 4 
But 'twill not be—Farewel, till next we meet. 
Ld. Mayor. Be not too raſh, my lord, his grace relents. 
Buck, Away, you but deceive yourſelves. [Rue / 
Cateſsy. Sweet prince, accept their ſuit. 5 | 
Ld. Mayor. If you deny us, all the land will rue it. 
+ G/f, Call him again—you will enforce me to 
A world of cares—I am not made of ſtone, 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties ; 5 
Tho heav'n knows, againſt my own inclining. ; 


5 i Enter Buckingham. 
7 Couſin of Buckingham, and ſage, grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, er bd 
Joo bear her burden, whether 1 will or no, 2 
I muſt have patience to endure the load; 
Burt if black ſcandal, or foul-fac'd reproach 
Attend the ſequel of your impoſition, - 


* 
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My knee will better ſpeak my duty now; 


If it fo pleaſe your majeſty, from council 


And now we take our leaves with joy. 


To tell me what I dreamt is true — A crown! 


Oh! how thy awful glory fills my ſoul! 


| Enter Queen, Prince Edward, Duke of York, Duche/s 


' 


I 


* 


* | 
f ; 
* 1 


Attend the ſequel of your impoſition, 

Your mere enen ſhall acquittance me; 

For heaven knows, as you may partly ſee, 

How far I am from the defire of this. YZ 
£4. Mayor. Heaven guard your grace; we ſee it, and 

Wy It... © | | 

C. You will but fay the truth, my lord; 
Buck. My heart's fo full, it ſcarce has vent for words; 


Long live our ſovereign, Richard, king of England! —- 
Glo'ft, Indeed, your words have touch'd me nearly, 
. 1 | 1 
Pray riſe— I wiſh you could recal em. wy 
Back. It would be treaſon now, my lord; tomorrow, Wl 


Orders ſhall be given for your coronation. 
Ce. Een when you pleaſe, for you will have it ſo. 
Buck. 'Fo-morrow then we will attend your majeity ; 


Gl#ft, Couſin, adicu—my loving friend, farewell. 

I muſt unto my holy work again. | 1 
5 [Exeunt all but Richard. 

Why, now my golden dream is out. | . = 
Ambition, like an early friend, throws back 1 
My curtains with an eager hand, o'erjoy'd 1 
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Thou bright reward of ever-daring minds; 


Nor can the means that got thee dim thy luſtre: 

For, not men's love, fear pays thee adoration, 

And fame not more ſurvives from good than evil deeds. 

Th' aſpiring youth, that ſtirr d the Epheſian dome, 

Outlives in fame the pious fool that rais'd it. 

Conſcience, lie ſtill, more lives muſt yet be drain d; 

Crowns got with blood, muſt be with blood. * 
| 5 g xit.. 


— 


1 


ACT IV. SCENE. the Tower. 


4 


* 


of York, and Lady Ann in tears. 
P. Ed. RAY, Madam, do notleave me yet, 
For J have many more complaints to tell 
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= 2zcen. And I unable to redreſs the leaſt. 

What would'ſt thou ſay, my child? . 

p. Ea. Oh, mother, ſince I've lain i“ th' Tower, 
Ny reſt has ſtill been broke with frightful dreams, 

oc ſhocking news has wak'd me into tears: 

Tm ſcarce allowed a friend to viſit me ; 

All my old honeſt ſervants are turn'd off, 

And in their rooms are ſtrange ill-natur'd fellows, 


x 72 
* 1 
* 
4 


ZZXWho look ſo bold as they were all my maſters ; 


And I'm afraid they'll ſhortly take you from me, 
Duc. of York. Oh mournful hearing! 

La 4zne. Oh! unhappy prince | 

. of York. Dear brother, why da you weep ſo ? 
vou make me cry too! e 
Queen. Alas, poor innocence | P 
Pe. Ed. Would I but knew at what my uncle aims; 
lf *twere my crown, I'd freely give it him, 

So he'd but let me joy my life in quiet. 

D. of York, Why, will my uncle kill us, brother? 


reg 4 


5 
3 


. P. Ed. I hope he won't; we never injur'd him. ; 
Auscen. I cannot bear to ſee em thus. [Weeping, 


. Enter Lord Stanley. 5 
Stanley. Madam, I hope your majeſty will pardon 
What I'm griev'd to tell, unwelcome news ! 
Qucen. Ah me! more ſorrow yet! my lord, we've 
—_—_ - . a | | 
Deſpaii'd of happy tidings ; pray what is't ? 
1 Stanley. On Tueſday laſt, your noble kinſmen, Ri- 
Grey, and Sir Thomas Vaughan, at Pomfret, 
VWere executed on a public ſcaffold, 
| Duc. of 7:74. Oh diſmal tidings ! OW, 
P. Ed. Oh poor uncles ! I doubt my turn is next, 
La. Anne. Nor mine, I fear, far off, f 
Quern. Why then let's welcome blood and maſſacre, 
3X Yield all our throats, to the fell tiger's rage, 
And die lamenting one another's wrongs ; 
Oh! I foreſaw this ruin of our houſe, [Weepipg, 
BE „ CE. We 
Cateſey. Madam, the king 
Has ſent me to inform your Majeſty, 


„ , 
r 6 
* rs; 
Wh, 
_ 3 


* 
* 


N 


That you prepare, (as is adviſed from council) 


Tomorrow for your royal coronation. 


Rucen, What do I hear! ſupport me, heav'n ! 


* 


* 


2 
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La. Anne. Deſpightful tidings! Oh, unpleaſing news ! 
Alas, I heard of this before, but could not 
For my ſoul find heart to tell you of it. 
| \Corebyo The king does farther-wiſh your Majeſty 
Would leſs employ your viſits at the tower; 
He gives me leave t” attend you to the court, 
And is impatient, Madam, till he ſees you. 
La. Anne. Farewel to all; and thou, _ injur's | 


— 


7 


queen, 
Forgive * anfriendly duty I wuſt pay. 
Juten. Alas, kind fouls I envy not the glory. 
Nor think I'm pleas'd thou'rt partner in our ſorrow. 
Catefby. Madam. 
La. I une. | come. | 
ueen, Farewel, thou woful welcomer of glory: 
Cataſby. Shall Ti attend your Majeſty? 
La. Anne. Attend me! whither, to be crown'd ? 
Let me with deadly venom be anointed, 
And die ere man can ſay, long live the queens 
Queen. Poor grieving heart! I pity thy complaining. 
La. Anne. No more than with my ſoul . mourn for 
Ours. : | 
A long — to RY | [Exit REN > Cateſby, 
Stanley. Take comfort, Madam. | 
- Queen." Alas! where is it to be found? 
Death and deſtruction follow us ſo cloſe, 
They ſhortly muſt o'ertake us. 
Stanley. In Bretany, 


My ſon-iti-law, the Earl of Richmond, ill 


Reddes, who with a jealous eye obſivvce 
The lawleſs actions oi aſpiring*Glo'ſter ; 
To him would I advife you, Madam, fly 
Forthwith for aid, protection, and redreſs: 
He will, I'm ſure, with open arms receive you. 
Duch. of York. 'Þelay not, Madam, 
For 'tis the enly hope that heav'n has left us. 
Queen. Do with me what you pleaſe—tor any can ge 
Muſt ſurely better our condition. 
Stanley. Ifatther would adviſe you; Madam , this inſtant 
To remove the princes to ſome | 
Remote abcde, where you yourſelf are miſtreſs” 
P. Ed. Dear Madam, take me hence, for I ſhall ne er 
Enjoy a moment's quiet here. 
D. of 7 ork. Nor; pray, * let me go too. 
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Aucen. Come, then, my pretty young ones, let's away, 
For here you lie within the falcon's reach, | 
Who watches but th' unguarded bour to ſeize you, 
Enter Lieutenant, 
Lieut, I beg your Majeſty will pardon me ; 


But the young princes muſt, on no account, 


Have egreſs from the tower ; : 
Nor muſt, (without the king? s eſpecial licence,) 
Of what degree ſoever, any perſon 
Have admittance to *ein—all muſt retire, - 
Qu en. 1 am their mother, Sir; who elſe commands 
'em? 
If I paſs freely, they ſhall follow me. 
For — take the peril of your fault upon ke. 
Lieut. My inclination, Madam, would oblige you; 
But I am bound by oath, and muſt obey; 
Nor, Madam, can I now with ſafety anſwer 
For this continu'd viſit. 
Pleaſe you, my lord, to read theſe orders. 
Ducen. Oh heav 'oly pow'rs | ſhall I not ſtay with 'e 
Lieut. Such are the king's commands, Madam, | 
Queen. . eee EO 
Stanley. Tis too true and it were vain Coppoſe em, 
Queen. Support me, heav'n ! 
For life can never bear the pangs of ſuch a parting. 
Oh my poor children ! oh diſtracting thought! 
I dare not bid 'em (as I ſhould) — 
And then to part in ſilence, ſtabs my ſoul ! 
P. Ed. What, muſt you leave us, mother? 
Queen. What ſhall I ſay? | A de. 
But for a time, my loves we fhall meet again, 
At leaſt in heaven. 
D. of York. Won't you take me with you, mother $ 
T ſhall be ſo *fraid to ſtay when you are gone. | 
Deen, I canuot ſpeak to em, and vet we muſt 
Be parted—then let theſe kiſſes ay farewel. 
Why! oh why! juſt heaven, muſt theſe be our laſt! 
Duc. of York, Give not your grief ſuch way be 
ſudden when you part. 
Queen. Iwill ſiuce it muſt be io heav'n [leave em. 
car me, ye guardian powers of innocence ! 
Awake or ſleeping Oh protect 'em ſtill; _ 
Still may their 2 * attract men's pity, 


— 


* Bom . * 


Their looks may drop the lifted dagger down 


Thou doſt refuſe me, then I- they ſhall not die. 


38 THE TR AGICAL HISTORY OF 
"That when the arm of cruelty is rais'd, 


From the ſtern murderer's relenting hand, 
And throw him on his knees in penitence. 
Both Princes. Oh mother! mother! 

Queen. Oh my poor children ! 


SCENE the Preſence. 


Diſcovering Glo'ſter ſeated, Buckingham, Cateſby, Rat · 


cliff, Lovel, &c. 
Glo. Stand all apart Couſin of Buckingham. 
Buck. My gracious ſovereign, : 
61 %. Give me thy hand, 
At length, by thy advice and thy aſſiſtance, 
Is Glo ſter ſeated on the Engliſh throne. 


But ſay, my couſin 
What, ſhall we wear theſe glories for a day ? 


Or ſhall they laſt, and we rejoice in them ; 


Buck. J hope for ages, Sir, long may they grace you. 
Glo, Oh, Buckingham ! ! now do 1 = = nen- 
ſtone 
To try if thou be current friend indeed. 
Voung Edward lives, ſo does his brother York. 


; Now think what I would ſpeak. 4 


Buck. Say on, my gracious lord, 

Glo 'fl tell thee, cuz, I've lately had two ſpiders 
Crawling upon my ſtartled hopes 
Now tho' thy friendly hand has bruſh'd 'e 
Yet ftill they crawl offenſive to my eyes; 
I would have ſome kind friend to tread upon 'em. 

I would be king, my couſin. 

Buck. Why fo [ think you are, my royal lord. 

Glo. Ha! am I king ? "Tis fo—but—Edward lives, 

Buck, Moſt true, my lord. 

Glo . Couſin, thou wert not wont to be ſo dull. 
Shall I be plain—1 wiſh the baſtards dead; 27M 
And I would have it ſuddenly perform'd;: — 


m from me, 


| Now, couſin, can'ſt thou anſwer me? 


Buck. None dare diſpute your highneſs' pleaſure. 
Glo! t. Indeed! 2 thy kindneſs NG. cou: 


ſin. 


Buck, My lord, ſince tis an action cannot be 
Recali'd, allow me but ſome pauſe to think, 


* 
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ru inſtantly reſolve your highneſs. [ Exit. 
= Car-/y. The king ſeems angry; ſee, he gnaws his 
1 lip. : 
Glo'ft; I'Il henceforth deal with ſhorter ſighted fools. 
None are for me, that look into my deeds | 


High-reaching Buckingham grows circumfpeR 5 
The beſt on't is, it may be done without him, 
'Tho? not ſo wel, perhaps ;—had he conſented, 


8 Why then the murder had been his, not mine. 


We'll make a ſhift as 'tis—Come hither, Cateſby; 


| 15 Where's that ſame Tyrrel whom thou told'ſt me of? 
Haſt thou given him thoſe ſums of gold I order'd? 


Cat ſy. J have, my liege. | 
G i Where is he? „„ 
Cateſby. He waits your highneſs' pleaſure. 
GI. Give him this ring, and ſay, myſelf 


Will bring him farther. orders inſtantly. [ Exit Cateſby, 
The deep revolving Duke of Buckingham | 
No more ſhall be the neighbour to my councils : 
las he ſo long held out with me untir'd, 

And ftops he now for breath? Well, be it ſo. 


. | Enter Lord Stanley. + . 
2X. How now, Lord Stanley, what's the news? 
Stanley. I hear, my liege, the Lord Marquis of Dorſet 


1s fled to Richmond, now in Bretany, 


Gloſt Why let him go, my lord, he may be ſpar'd. 2 


7 Hark thee, Ratcliff, when ſaw'ſt thou Anne, my queen? 
1s ſhe ſtill weak ? has my phyſician ſeen her? 


Ratcliff. He has, my lord, and fears her mightily. 
Olof. But he's exceeding ſkilful, ſhe'll mend ſhortly, 
Ratcliff. I hope ſhe will, my lord. 
Olo. And if ſhe does, I have miſtook my man. 


1 muſt be married to my brother's daughter, 

2X At whom I know the Breton, Richmond aims ; 

And by that knot looks proudly on the crowu. 

But then to ſtain me with her brother's blood; 
ils that the way to woo the ſiſter's love? 

Do matter what's the way—for while they live 

My goodly kingdom's on a weak foundation. 

Ti done, my daring heart's reſolv'd—they'ce dead! 


is Enter Buckingham: | 
Buck. My lord, I 5a conſider'd in my mind, 
N a 2 | : 4 


—— 
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Phe late requeſt that you did ſound me in. 
G. Well, Tet that reſt—Dorſet is fled to Richmond, 


Buck. I have heard the news, my lord. 
Ge. Stanley, he's your near kinſman—well, look 
to him. 


Buck. My lord, I claim that gift, my tus by eech, 


For which bur honour and your faith's engag'd; 


The Earldom of Here ford, and thoſe moveables, 
Which you have promiſed I ſhall poſſeſs. 
Gle/?. Stanley, look to your wife ; if ſhe convey 
Letters to Richmond, you ſhall anſwer it. 
Brick, What ſays your highneſs to my juſt requeſt ? 
Glo f. 1 do remember me, Harry the Sixth 
Did propheſy, that Richmond ſhould be king, 
When Richmond was a little peeviſh — 
Tis odd a king, perhaps — 
- Enter Cateſby. 

Carefty. My lord, I have obey'd yout highnefs' orders. 
Buck, May it pleaſe you to reſolve me in my ſuit, 
Gle'/?. Lead Tyrrel to my cloſet, I'll meet him. 
Back, I beg your highnelſs' ear, my lord. : 
Glo///. Im buſy—ihou troubleſt me=—Im not jth 

vein. © [Excunt Glo'ker, Stanley, Cc. 
Buck. Oh patience, heav'n | is't thus he pays my 
ſervice : | 
Was it for this I rais'd/bim to the throne ? & 
Oh ! if the peaceful dead have any ſenſe Rag 
Of rhoſe vile in juries they borg, while living, 
Then ſure the joyful fouls of blood-ſuck'd Edward, 
Henry, Clarence, Haſtings, and all that through 
His foul corrupted dealings have miſcarry'd, 


Will from the walls of beav'n in ſmiles lvok down 


To fee this tyratit tumbling from his throhe, = 
His fall unmourn'd, and bloody as their own. . 


8 c E N E, the Tower. 


Enter Tyrrel, Dighton, and Foreſt, 


yg rel. Gome, gentlemen, 
Have you concluded on the means? 

Foreſt. Smothering will wake no noiſe, Sir. 

Ty:rel. Let it be done 1'th* dark for ſhou'd you ſee 
Their young faces, who knows how far their looks 
Of innocence may iempt you into pity? 


* 


— ? 
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1 | Stand bark Tien nt have you brought the keys? 
= Enter Lieutenant. 
Loew I have em, Sir. | | | 
Tyrrel. Then here's your warrant to nn, em. 
| [Giving a Ring. 
| Lieut. Your ſervant, Sir. 
"= What can this mean ? why at this Aa of nickt 
To give em too ! Tis net for me t'enquire. [Exil. 
= Tyrrrl. There, gentlemen ; [Exeunt ſeverally. 
_ That way—you "Dh, no farther need of me. 
"0 Enter Glo'ſter. 4 
= Gf. Wou'd it were done: 
here is a buſy ſomething here, 
That fooliſh cuſtom has made terrible, 
To the intent of evil deeds; and nature too, 
As if ſhe knew me womaniſh, and weak, 
XZ Tugs at my heart-ſtrings with complaining cries, 
Io talk me from my purpoſe— | 
And then the thought of what men's tongues will ſay, 
Of what their hearts muſt think; 
Xx To have no creature love me living, nor 
My memory when dead. 
Shall future ages, when theſe childrens tale 
Is told, drop tears in pity of their hapleſs fate, 
And read with deteſtation the miſdeeds of Glo'ſter; 
The crook-back'd tyrant, cruel, bai barous, 
And bloody —will they not ſay too, 5 
That to poſſeſs the crown, nor laws divine „„ A 
Nor buman ſtopt my way ?—Why let em fay it; | 
They can't but ſay I had the crown ; 1 
I was not fool as well as villain. iy 
Hark! the murder's doing: Princes, farewel, 
To me there's muſick i in your paſſing- bell. (Exit. 
Enter Tyrrel, 
T yrrel, "Tis done the barbarous bloody act is done, 
Ha! the king—his coming hither at this 
Late hour, — him impatient for the news. 
Enter. Glo'ſter. 5 
61%. Now, my Tyrrel, how are the brats diſpos'd ? 
Say, am I happy? haſt thou dealt upon *em ? 
mp Tyrrel. If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happineſs, then, Sir, be happy, for * tis done. 
Gl, /t, But did'ſt tliou * em dead? 1 : 


— 


"— 
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8 fronted, 


* 


Tyrrel.-1 did, my lord. . 

G1. And bury'd, my good Tyrrel ? 

Tyrrel. In that I thought to aſk your grace's pleaſure. 

Glo'fl. ] have t—T'll have em fure—get me a coffia. 
Full of holes, let em be both cramm'd into it; 
And hark thee, in th' night tide throw em down. | 
The Thames—once in, they'll find the way to che 

bottom ; 

Mean time, but think how I may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy deſire. 
Zyrrel, J humbly thank your bighneſs, 
Clo'ſt. About it ſtraight, good Nat. % 

Lyrrel, Conclude it done, my lord. | (Exit. 

Glo. Why then my londeſt fears are buſh'd ; W 
The ſons of Edward have eternal reſt, 

And Anne my wife has bid this world good night; 

While fair Elizabeth, my beauteous niece, 

Like a new morn, lights onward to my wiſnes. 

Ester Catelby.. 

0 ats}by. My lord. ; 

Gl . Good news, or bad, that thou com'lt f in \fo 

bluntly ? 

Cateſiy. Bad news, ay lord; Morton is fled to 

. Richmond, | 
And Buckingham, back'd with the hardy Welchmen, 
ls in the field, and fill his power increaſes, 

G . Morton with Richmond, touches me more near 
'Than Buckingham, and his raſh'd levy'd numbers. 
But come, dangers retreat when boldly they're con- 
And dull delays lead 3 impotence and fear ; ; 
Then fiery expedition raiſe my arm, f 
And fatal may it fall on cruſh'd rebellion. = 
Let's muſter men, my council is my ſhield, 

We muſt be brief when traitors brave the held, [ Exit. 


5 Emer Queen and Ducheſs off York. _ 
| Queen. Oh my poor children — Oh my tender 


— babes 


My uoblown flowers, pluck'd by untimely hands ; 
If yet your gentle ſouls fly in the air, 
AndYe not fix'd in doom perpetual ; 

Hover about me with your airy wings, 

9 hear your mother's lamentation. TN 


- . 
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WW Why dept their guardian angels, when this deed was 
2 done? 
Duc. of Tard. 80 many miſeries hare aid my 
eyes, 
That my e tongue is ill: and mute; & „. 


Why ſhould calamity be full of words? 
as Let's give *em * tor ch? they can't re · 


moe 1 
vet do they eaſe affliction- — 
Duc. of York. Why then, let ue be loud i in exclama- | 
tions, 5 


4H To Richard babes - and pierce him with que cries; 0 35. T 
1 - [Trumpet pounds a. march. 
Hark! ' bis e ſounds—this way he muſt paſs. A 
Queen. Alas! Pve not the daring to confront him 
Duc. of York. I have a mother's right, 71 force e | 
' hear me. wy 2 
Enter Glo'ſter and Cee, e | 
* Glo'ft. Who interrupts, me in. my expedition ?- - 
Duc. of York. Doſt thou not know me? Art thou de 
ſon? | 
Glo'ft. I 1255 you merey, Madam, Tie you? | 
Duc. of Yorks. Art thou my fon? © 4 
Clog. Ay, I thank heav'n, wy. father, akin your- 
SE ſelf. 
Duc. of York. Then J command thee ber me. 
6e. Mad am, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 6 
-* Duc. of York. Stay, PH be mild and gentle in my 
Words. 
Elo. And brief, good mother, for I am in Haſte. 
Duc. of York. Why, J have ſtaid for thee (juſt heav'n 
knows) | ME” 
In torment and in agony. . | "LK 
Glo. And came I not at laſt to comfort you? ? 
Duc. of 7074, No, on my ſoul, too well thou know'ft oh 
FX A grievous burthen was thy birrh to me, + 
XZ Techy and way ward was thy infancy, 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and fubborn 3 
Thy age confirm'd, moſt ſubtle, proud, and bloody. 
Ge. If I am ſo diſgracious 3 in your eye, 3 
Let me march on, and not offend you, Madam; 
Strike up the drum. | 
Duc. of Pork, Yet ſlay, I charge thee hear me. 


Either be patient, and! intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 


Abides i in mel ſay amen to her. 
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uren. If not, hear me,—for 1 have wrongs will 
ſpeak 


Without a trongue——Methinks the very _ 


Of me ſhould turn thee into ſtone ; 


Where are my children, Glo'fter ? 1 
Duc. of York. Where is uy brother Me + ? 7 
Queen. Where Haſtings ? | "ol 
Duc. of York. Rivers? 5 55 "YN 


Queen. Vaughan? 
Duc. of York. Grey? 
61. A flouriſh, trumpets, firike em drums. 
Let not the heav'ns hear theſe tell tale women 
Rail on the heav'n's mointed——-8trike. I ſay. ; 
[Alarm of Drums and 7. _— | 


Thus will I drown your exclamations. 
Duc. of York. Then hear me, . heav'n, and heav'n at 
his lateſt hour | \ 
Be deaf to him, as he is now to me. 


Ere from this war he turn a conqueror, 5 
Je powers, cut off his dangerous thread of life, _ 


Leſt his black fins riſe higher in account , = 
Than hell has pains to puniſh. 4. 
Miſchance and ſorrow wait thee to the field, 

Heart's. diſcontent, languid, and lean deſpair, | 
With all the hells of guilt, parſue thy ſteps for ever! 


[ Exi its 75 
Queen. Tho' far mare cauſe; yet much leſs Rue wo Ws 
| cue; - N 


l. Stay, Madam, I wou'd beg ſome work with 
you. 
geen. What can'ſt thou aſk, that I have now ta 
grant? 
Is*t another ſon, Glo'ſter ? 1 have none. - 
Glo'ft. ul have a beauteous daughter, hs Eliza- 
et f IP 
Queen. Maſt the die, too ; 
G1. For whoſe fair fake I'll briog more (good x to 


you, 


Than ever you'or yours from me had ny 


So in the Lethe of thy angry ſoul 
Thou lt donn the * remembrance of thoſe wrongs, 


- 


* 
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hich thou ſuppoſeſt me the cruel cauſe of | 
Auen. Be brief, leſt that the proceſs of thy kindneſs 

act longer telling than thy kindneſs' date. 
Cue. Know then, that from my ſoul I love the fair 
SElizabeth ; and will, with your permiſſion, 4 

eat her on the chrone of England. 3 

Asen. Alas! vain man, how canſt thou wooe her? 

X G/'/. That I would learn of you, 

ns one being beſt acquainted with her humour, | 

XF - 2c». If thou will learn of me, than woot her thus: 
Send to her, by the man that kill'd her brothers, 
RFA pair of bleeding hearts—thereon engrav'd, 

Edward and York—then haply will ſhe weep. 


= 


F 


on this preſent her with a handkerchief, 


Stain'd with their blood, to wipe her woeful eyes: 
; 4 If this inducement move her not to love, 
Read o'er the hiſtory of thy noble deeds; 
Tell her, thy policy took off her uncles | 
Clarence, Rivers, Grey, nay, and for her ſaks, 
Made quick conveyance with her dear aunt Anne. 
6.0%. You mock me, Madam; this is not the way | - 
To win your daughter. T7 | 
= 2zeen. What ſhall I ſay ? ftill to affront his love, 
! fear will but incenſe him to revenge; CN 
ec 1 may ſeemingly comply, and thus 
By ſending Richmond word of his intent, 
Shall gain ſome time to let my child eſcape him. 
lt ſhall be lo, | . 
T have conſider d, Sir, of your important wiſhes, 
And could I but believe you real 5 
Sof. Now by the ſacred hoſts of ſaints above 
X 2-zcen. Oh do not ſwear, my lord, I aſk no oath, 
ET Vnleſs my daughter doubt you more than I. 
610%. Oh my kind mother, (I muſt call you ſo,} 
Be thou to her my love's ſoft orator; Hs be” 
Plead what I will be, not what I have been, | 
Not my deſerts, but what I will deſerve. „ 
And when this warlike arm ſhall have chaſtis'd 
be audacious rebel, hot-brain'd Buckingham; 
£7 Bound with triumphant garlands will 1 come, 
a And lead your daughter to a conqueror's bed. : 
=. <#n. My lord, farewel—in ſome few days expet 
Jo hear how fair a progreſs I have made t 3 
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| Till when be happy as you re penitent. 1 
e. My heart goes with you to my love. F . be. 
Len Queen, (i 
. ſhallow-thoughted woman. 1 
Enter Raicliff. | 
How now] the news! | +8 
Ratcliff. _ gracious ſoverei gn, on the wellern 7 
coaſts i 
Rides a moſt powerful navy, and our fears 
Inform us Richmond is their admiral. 
There do they hull, expecting but the aid 2 
Of Buckingham to welcome them aſhore. [K .. 
Glo ſt. We mult prevent him ee hither, 
Cateſby. 
 Carsfty. My 3 your pleaſure? 
Glo. Poſt to the Duke of Norfolk inſtantly, 
| Bid him ftraight levy all the ſtreugth and power 
| That he can make; and meet me ſuddenly 
At Saliſbury— Commend me to his grace Away. 4 
[Exit Ry gd 
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Enter Lord Stanley. 
Well, my lord, what news have you gather'd ? 
Stanley. Richmond i is on the ſeas, my lord! 
Glo. There let him fink and be hs ſeas on view 
White. liver'd renegade—what does he there! | 
Stanley. I know not, mighty ſovereign, but by gueſs. 
Glo ft. Well, as you gueſs? 
: Stanley. Stirr'd up by Dorſet, Buckingham, and 
Morton, 
He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 
Glo. Traitor! the crow 
Where is thy power then to beat him back ? 
Where be thy tenants, and thy followers ? 1 
The foe upon our coaſt, and thou no friends to meet 3 
em? 1 
Or haſt thou march'd them to the weſtern lde, 
To give the rebels conduct from their ſnips? 
Stanley. My lord, my friends are ready all 1 'th'North. 
Gio'/t. The North! why what do they do i * North, 
When they ſhould ſerve their ſovereign in the Weſt ? 
Stanley. They yet have had no orders, Sir, to move: 
Tf *cis your royal pleaſure they ſhould march, 
j | I'll lead them on with utmoſt haſte to join you, 
| Where, and what time, your majeſty ſhall pleaſe. 
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| Gh „. What, thou would'ſt be gone to join with 
Richmond ? 
Stanly. Sir, you have no cauſe to doubt my loyalty; 
neber yet was, nor ever will be falſe. 
Glo'ft. Away then to thy friends, and lead em on 
o meet me—hold, come back will not truſt thee, 
| ve thought a way to make thee ſure ——your ſon, 
* 4 eorge Staulcy, Sir, I'll have him left — 
nd look your hear be firm, 
> Or elſe his head's aſſurance is but frail. 
| Stanley. As I prove true, my lord, ſo deal with him. 
Exit. 
8 Enter Ratcliff. 
$4 My lord, the army of great Buckingham, 
yy ſudden floods, and fall of waters, 
. As half loſt, and ſcatter'd: 
10 2 he himſelf wander'd away alone, 
No man knows whither. 
olg. Has any careful officer proclain'd 
WW 7 Rewand to him that brings the traitor in? 
Eatcliſf. Such proclamation has been made, my lord. 
Enter Cateſby. 
Cateſy. My liege, the duke of Buckin gham i is taken. 
615 72 Off with his head So much for Buckingham. 
Ceteſey. My lord, I am ſorry I muſt tell more news. 
; F Elo f. Out with it. 
x Catesby. The earl of Richmond, with a mighty power, 
II landed, Sir, at Milford; 
And to confirm the news, Lord Marquis Dorſet, 
Hud Sir Thomas Lovewell, are up in Vorkſhire. 
| Glo. bak ay, this looks rebellion Ho! my 
By heav'n, the news alarms my ſtirring ſoul. 
Come forth, my honeſt ſword, which here I vow, 
y my ſoul's hope, ſhall ne'er again be ſheath'd: _ 
4 EN c'cr ſhall theſe watching eyes have needful reſt, 
1 Till death has clos'd 'em in a glorious grave, : 
1 Or fortune giv'n me meaſure of revenge. - (Exit. 


1 . SCE N E the Country, 
rer Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, pul others, 

Rich. HUs' far into the bowels of the land 

0 Have we march'd on without im inet. 

WG lo'ſter, the bloody and devouring vous 
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| Whoſe ravenqus appetite has ſpail'd your fields, 

Laid this rich country waſte, and rudely crapt 
Its ripen'd hopes of fair poſterity, 1 

Ts now even. in the center of the iſe, 

As we're inform'd, near to the tawn of Leiceſter : 

From Tawworth thither, is but one day's march ; 

And here receive 2 from eur father Stanley, 
Lines of fair com pak and encouragement, 

Such as will help and animate our cauſe ; 

On which let's cheerly on, courageous friends, 

To reap. the harveſt of a laſting 

Or feme more laſting from a — fought war. 
3 Oxford, Your words have fre, my lord, and warm 
Ee 4 dur men. 

2 Who look'd, methought, hut cold before . diſhearten'd 
With the une qual. numbers of the oe. 
- | Riche Why, double em ſtill, our cauſe would con- 


* 


| quer 'em. : V 16 
Thrice is he anm d that has his quarrel zuſt, - 
And he but naked, though lock'd up in ſteel, 

Whoſe canfcience with injuſtice i is corrupted : Wo 
The very weight of Glo'ſter's guilt ſhall cruſh him. 
Blunt. His beſt friends, no doubt, will ſoon be ours. 
+ OY He has.no friends, but what areſych through 
. 

Rich. And we no foes, but what ate ſuch to heav'n. 
Then doubt not, heav'n' s for us let's on, my friends. 
True hope ne er tires, but mounts with eagles wings, 
Kiogs 1 it makes gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 


[Excunts 
SCENE Bofwerth-Field 
Enter Glo'ſter, Norfolk, Ratcliff, Surry, c. 
Glo g. Here pitch our tent, een in Boſworth - field: 
My goed lord of Norfolk, the cheerful ſpeed 
Of your ſuppiy has merited my thanks. 
| 3 Jam _— Sir, in having ow 
I .u0 ſerve your majeſty 
< © 3 A. Vou have our thanks, my lord : up. with * 
tent: 2 
Here will I lay to· night but where to-morrow ? 
Well, no matter where—Has any earetul friend 
Diſcover'd the number of the rebels ? 12 
Norfolk. My lord, as I from ſpies am well inform d, 
Six or ſeven chouland 3 is their mol power ont 


- 
. 


4 


4 


XING RICHARD THE THIRD: „. 
Olo. g. Why, our battalions treble that account ; 
Beſides, - the King's name is a tower of ſtrengtb, 
Which they upon the adverſe faction want. 
Norfolk, Their wants are greater yet, my lord - 
i thoſe een DE ig 
Of motion, life and ſpirit—did-you but know FA 


* 


How wretchedly their men diſgrace the field; 


Oh ſuch a tatter'd hoſt of mounted ſcare-crows! 
So poor, ſo famiſh'd ; their executors, | 
The greedy crows: fly hovering o'er their heads, 


Ampatient for their lean inheritance. 


Gl.. Nou, by St. Paul, we'll ſend em dinners and 
l apparel ; „ „ | 


NN ay, give thelr faſling horſes provender, 


And after fight em How long muſt we ſlay, 
My lords, before theſe deſperate fools will give 
Us time to lay them with their faces upwards ? - 
Norfolk. Unlefs their famine ſaves, our ſwords that 
labour, * 


* 


To-morrowꝰs ſun will light 'em to their ruin; 


So ſoon, J hear, they mean to give us battle. 

Glo gf. The ſooner ſtill the better Come, my lords, 
Now let's ſurvey the vantage of the ground. | 
Call me ſome men of ſound direction. 

Norfolk. My gracious lord | 

Glo ſt. What ſay'ſt thou, Norfolk? 

Nor falt. Might I adviſe your majeſty, you yet 


| Shall {ave the blood that may be ſhed ro-morrow. 


Glo. How ſo, my lord? Fw 

Norfolk, The poor condition of the rebels tell me, 
That on a pardon offer'd to the lives e 
Of thoſe who inſtantly ſhall quit their arms, | 
YoungRichmond, ere to-morrow's dawn, were friendleſs. 

Glo'//. Why that, indeed, was our Sixth Harry's way, 
Which made his reign one ſcene of rbde commotion, © * 
I'll be in men's deſpite a Monarch; no, 


Let kings that fear forgive—Blows and revenge for me. 


Es | [ Exeunt. 
„ S ENE . i 
Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Sir William Bran- 
N . N 
Rich, The weary ſun has made a golden ſet, 
And by yon ruddy a of the clouds, 
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The joy of ſeeing you this night is more th | 
Than my moſt knowing hopes preſag'd-— What news? 


% 


Gives tokens of a gooey day to-morrow. 
Sir William Brandon, you ſhall. bear my ſtandar 
Here have I drawn the model of our battle, 
Which parts in juſt proportion our ſmall power.: 
Here may each leader know his ſeveral charge. 
My lord of Oxford, you Sir Walter Herbert, 
Aud you, Sir William Brandon, ſtay with me.: 
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regiment. 
| - Enter Soldier. | | 
Sol. Sir, a gentleman, that calls himſelf Stanley, 
Deſires admittance to the earl of Richmond, 
Rich. Now, by our hopes, my noble father-in-law; 
Admit him—my good friends, your leave awhile. 
%% Ä 
My honaur'd father ! on my ſoul, 


* 


Who prays continually for Richmond's good: 
The Queen, too, has with tears of joy conſented 
Thou ſheuldſt eſpouſe Elizabeth her daughter, 
At whom the tyrant Richard cloſely aims. 

In brief, (for now the ſhorteſt moment of 

My ſtay is bought with hazard of my liſe) 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning, 


Stanley. I by commiſſion bleſs thee from thy mother, 


(For fo the ſeaſon of affairs requires,) 


And this be ſure of, I, upon the firſt 

Occaſion offer d, will deceive ſome eyes, 

And aid thee ãn this doubtful ſhock of arms, 

In which T had more forward been ere this, 

But that the life of thy young brother, George, 
(Whom for my pawn of faith ſtern Richard keeps) 


Wou'd then be forfeit to his wild revenge. 


Farewel, the rude enforcement of the time 
Denies me to renew thoſe vows of love, 
Which ſo long ſundred friends ſhould dwell upon, 
Rich. We may meet again, my lord 
Stanley. Till then, once more farewel—be reſolute 
and conquer. 5 [ Exit, 
| Rich. Give him ſafe conduct to his regiment, | 


Well, Sirs, to-morrow proves a buſy day; 


But come, the night's far ſpent—let's in to council. 
Captain, an hour before the ſun get's up ̃ 
Let me be wak'd—I will in perſon walk 


From tent to tent, and early cheer the ſoldiers. 
[Exeunt. 


8 C. E N E. Boſworth Field. 
Enter Glo'ſter, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and * 


Glo. Careſby. | OE” 
Cateſ6y, Here, my. lord. \ 
Glo. . out a purſuivant at arms 
To Stanley's regiment ; bid him fore ſun-riſe 
Meet me with his power, or young George's bead 
Shall pay the forfeit of his cold delay. 
What, is my beaver eaſier, than it was, 
And all my armour laid into my tent ? 
Cateſby. It is, my liege; all is in readineſs... 
Glo'jt. ” Good Norfolk, bie thee to thy charge; 
Uſe careful watch chooſe truſty centinels. 
| Norfolk, Doubt not, my lord. 
on . Be ſtirring with the lark, good Norfolk. 
Non T.ſhall, my lord Exit. 
Glo . Saddle — Surry for the field to- morrow. 
Is ink and paper ready ? | | 
Cateſsy. It is, my lord. 
G1 . An hour after widvigbt come to my tent, 
And help to arm me A good night, my friends. 


| [Exite- 
Catiſby. Methinks the king has not that pleas d 


alacrity, 

Nor cheer of mind, that he was won't to haves 

Ratcliff. The mere effect of buſineſs ; 
Vou'll find him, Sir, another man i'th' field. 
When you ſhall ſee him with his beaver up, 
Ready to mount his neighing ſteed, with whom 
He ſmiling ſeems to have ſome wanton talk, 
Clapping bis pamper'd ſides to hold him Kill 7 
Then with a motion ſwift, and light as air, 
Like fiery Mars, he vaults him to the ſaddle ; 
Looks terror to the foe, and courage to his ſoldiers, 

Es to Richmond, then; for, as I 

ear, 
. His numbers are ſo few, and thoſe ſo flake: 
And famiſh'd in their march=—if he dares fight 25 
He jumps into the ſea to cool his fever. | 
But TIES tis late —N _ let us to our tents, - 
2 . 
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We've few hours good before the trumpet wakes us. 
OS | 5 [Exeunts 
Enter Glo'ſter from his Tent © 
Glo. *Tis now the dead of night, and half the 
| OT, = | ; 
Ts in a lonely ſolemn darkneſs hung; 
Yet 1, (ſo coy a dame is ſleep to me,) 
With all the weary courtſhip of 885 
My care. tir'd thoughts, can't win her to my bed, 
Though ev*n the ſtars do wink, as twere, with over- 
watching. | : | 
I' forth and walk awhile———The airs refreſhing, 
And the * harveſt of the new- moon hay, of 


% 


' , Gives it a {ſweet and wholeſome odour. 


How awful is this gloom——And hark, from camp to- 


camp | LN "5 
The hum of either army ſtilly ſounds, 


That the fixt centinels almoſt receive 

The ſecret whiſpers of each other's wate!: 

Steed threatens fteed in high and boaſtful neighings, 
Piercing the night's dull ear—— Hark, from the tents 
The armourers accompliſhing the knights, 

With clink of hammers cloſing rivets up, 

Give dreadtul note of preparation; while ſome, 


. 


Like ſacrifices, by their fires of watch, 


With patience fit, and inly ruminate \ 

The morning's danger——By yon heav'n, my ſtern 

Impatience chides this tardy-gated night, 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, does limp 

So tediouſly away —— I'll to my couch, 

And once more try to fleep her into morning. 
Lies down, @ groans Beard. 


Ha! what means that diſmal voice ? Sure tis 


The echo of ſome yawning grave; 


That teems with an untimely ghoſt tis gone 3 
T was but my fancy, or perhaps the wind, 


Forcing his entrance through ſome hollow eavern. 
No matter what I feel my eyes grow heavy. [Slzeps. 
1 King Henry's Ghoſt riſes. 45 
K. Henry, Oh! thou whoſe unrelenting thoughts, 
not all ö „ | 
The hideous terrors of thy guilt can ſhake, 
Whoſe conſcience, with thy body, ever ileeps, 
Sleeps on; while I, by heav'n's high ordinance, 


\ 
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| In dreams of horror wake thy frigheful ſoul: 

Now give thy thoughts to me ; let em behold 
"Theſe gaping wounds, which thy death-dealing hand 
Within the tower gave my anointed body: 

Now ſhall thy own devouring conſcience gnaw 
Thy heart, and terribly revenge my murder. 


-2 


| Lady Anne's Ghoſt. riſes. | 
La. June. Think on the wrongs: of wretched Anne, 
thy wife. 


Ev'n in the battle's heat remember me, : 

And edgeleſs fall thy ſword —Deſpair and die. 

The Ghoſts of Prince Edward and the Duke of York riſe, 
Pr. Ed. Richard, dream on, and ſee the * 

ER. - 

Of thy young nephews, murderid in the tower: 

Could not our youth; our innocence, perſuade 

Thy cruel heart to ſpare our harmleſs lives? 

Who, but for thee, alas, 1 have enjoy'd 

Our many promis'd years of happineſs. 

No ſoul, ſave thine, but pities our miſuſage; 3; 

Oh, *twas a cruel deed ! therefore alone 

Uapitying, unpitied, ſbalt thou fall. 

K. Henry. The morning's dawn, has ſummon 4: 
„ 5 

Now, . in all the hells; of guilt ! 

And let that wild deſpair, which, now does = 


| Upon thy mangled thoughts, alarm the world 


Awake, Richard, awake, to guilty minds 
A terrible example. All Ghoſts inks 
Sof. Give me a horſe bind up my wounds! 
Have mercy; heav'n! Bal ſoft! *rwas but a dream; 
But then ſo terrible, it ſhakes my ſoul; 
Cold drops of ſweat hang on my e fleſh ; 
My blood grows chilly, and I fret ze with horror : 
Oh, tyrant. conſcience ! how doſt thou afli& me! 5 
| When I Jook back, tis terrible retreating : 
I cannot bear the thought, nor dare repent. 
Jam but man, and, fate, do theu cripple me. 
Who's there | * 


Euter Cateiby. 
Catefby. *'Tis I, my lord: the early village cock. 
Has thrice done falutation 1 to the morn : 


5 — 
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Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour, \ | 
Gl. Oh, Cateſby ! I have had fuch horrid dreams. 
_ e my lord-— below the ſoldier s 
eedin 
Glo. 1 by my this day” 8 hopes ſhado ws „ 
Have ſtruck more terror to the ſoul of Richard, 
Than, can the ſubſtance of ten thouſand ſoldiers, 
Arm'd all in proof, and led by ſhallow Richmond. 
Cate/ſoy. Be more yourſelf, my lord: confider, Sir, 
Were it but known a dream had frightened vou, | 
How would your animated foes preſume on't ? 
Gloft, Periſh that thought—no, never be it ſaid 
That fate itſelf could awe the ſoul of Richard. 
Hence, babbling dreams, you threaten here in vain ! 
| Conſczence, avaupt! Richard's himſelf again: 
Hark ! the ſhrill trumpet ſounds to horſe, away ! 


My ſoul's im arms, and eager for the fray.  [ Exeunts 
A Enter Richmond, Oxford, Soldiers, eee. 
5 Rich. Halt, | : 
- Sol. -Halt——halt ! Wy, | 


- __ Rich. How far into the morning is it, friends? 
Oxford. Near four, my lord. 
Rich. Tis well 
Jam glad to find we are ſuch early irrers 
Oxford. Methinks the foe's leſs n than we 
thought em. 
Worn as we are, we brave the field before * em, 
Rich. Come, there looks life in ſuch a cheerful haſte 3 
If dreams ſhould animate a ſopl refoly'd, 
I'm more than pleas'd with thoſe I've had to-night ; 
Methought that all the ghoſts of them, whoſe bodies 
Richard murder'd, came mourning to my tent, 
And rous'd me.to revenge *em. - 
? . [Trumpets at a d. Hance ſound a n 
1 Oxford. A good omen, Sir — hark, the trumpet of 
| 2 be enemy! it ſpeaks them on the march. ; 
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Rich. Why then let's on, my friends, to face em; 
In peaee there's nothing ſo becomes a ma | 
As mild behaviour, and humility : | 5 | 
But when the blaſt of war blows in our ears, — 
Let us be tigers in our fierce deportment : 5 
For me, the ranſom of my bold. attempt 
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Shall be this body on the earth's cold face';; 

But if we eilen the glory y of the action 

The meaneſt here ſhall ſhare his part of: 2 1 

Advance your ftandards,.draw your 1 wilting: ſands; IS 

Sound drums and trumpets, boldly and: chearfolly 

The word's A. George, Richmond, and Vigo 
a 


125 Enter Glo'ſter, Catelby, We. 
Glo. Who ſaw the ſun to-day * 
Catefby, He has not yet broke forth, my lor: 
le., Then he Aae to fine —for oy. the clock. 
He ſhou'd have brav'd the eaſt an hour ago: 
Not ſhine to-day! why, what is that to me 
More than to Richmond ? for the ſelf-ſame heav'm 
That frowns'on me, looks low'ring upon him. 


Enter Norfolk a5 4 papers. 
Norfolk. Prepare; my lord, the foe is. in the feld. 
Glo. Come, buſtle, buſtle, capariſon. my horſe; 

Call forth lord Stanley, bid him bring his pow 7 
Myſelf will lead the foldiers to che plain. 


Well, Norfolk, what thinkꝰ ſt thouwnew.? 8 
| Norfolk. That we thall conquer —.- hut on my tent 

This morning early was this paper found. 

Slot. { Reads.] ©© ſockey of Norfolk, be not too bold, 
For Diekſon thy maſter is bought and ſold.” | 

A weak invention of the enemy: 

Come, gentlemen, now each man to his charge, 

And ere we do beſtride our foaming ſteeds, 

Remember whom you are to cope withal, 

A ſcum of Bretons, raſcals, run-aways, 

. Whom their ofer-cloy'd country vomits forth 

To deſperate adventures, and deſtruction. 
Enter Catefby. 

What ſays Lord Stanley ?—will he briog his pow'r ? 
Cateſty. He does refuſe, my lord—he will not ſtir, 
Glo'/t, Off with his fon George's head. 
Norfolk, My lord, the foe's already paſt the . 

After the battle let young Stanley die. 

G.. Why, after be it then. ; 
A thouſand hearts are ſwelling in my boſom; 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ; ; 


Spur your proud horſes * and rie in blood ; * 


* 


. 


[Exit ce. 


— 


* 


* 
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And thou, . our,warlike champion, thrice-renown'd,. 
St. George, inſpire me with the rage of lions : 
Upon em charge follow me. [Egeunt-. 
* . Soldiers drove. Seng the. age by. 
T 5 
Re-enter, Glo'ſter.. ; 
| Glft: What ho! young Richmond, ho! tis Ri 
chard.calls;. 
I. hate thee, Harry, for thy blood of Laneafter !: 
Now, if thou doſt not Hide thee from m ſword, 
Now, while the angry trumpet ſounds alarms, 
And dying groans tranſpierce the wounded air; 
Ribas, I fay, come forth, and fingly face me; 
Richard j is hoarſe with daring. thee to arms. [Exits 
| Enter Cateſby and Norfolk in diſarder. 
Cab. Refeue ! reſcue 7” my lord of Norfolk, haſte 3, 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 
Paring and oppoſite to every danger: 
His horſe is flain, and all on foot he fights, .. 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death; 
Nay, haſte, my lord—the day's againſt us. 7 [Exit. ; 
- Enter Glo'ſter and Ratcliff. 
. A horſe! a horſe! my kingdom for a horſe. 
Ratcliff This way, this 179 my lord below yon 
thioke t 
Stands a ſwift 1 ruin purſues us; 
Withdraw, my lord, for only fligbt can ſave you... 
Glo. Slave! I have ſet my lite upon a caſt, . 
And I will; ſtand the-hazard of the die: | 
L think there be fix Richmonds in the field; 
Five have I ſlain to-day inftead of him: | 
An horſe ! an. horſe-! my kingdom for an horſe! 
¶ZEæeunt. : 
3 Glo'fter and Richmond, meeting. 
Glo'/?. Of one, or both of us, the time is come. 
Rich. Kind heay's, I thank. thee, for my cauſe is 
. / thine: | 
It Richard's fit to live, let Richmond fall. 
98%. Thy gallant bearing, Harry, I cou'd 'plaud, ; 
But that the ed rebel tains the foldier. 
Rich. Nor ſhou'd thy proweſs, Richard, want my 
pie, 
But that thy cruel deeds have ſtampt thee tyrant. 
80 thrive my ſword, as heay'n's high rengeance draws it. 


— 


Sli. My foul and body on the uctlen both. 
Rich, A dreadful lay here's to decide it. 
| { Fighs ;'Richard'F#l/... 
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Clef. Perdition catch thy arat——the chafre id 


thine, | 


But, oh! the vaſt renown thou haſt aequir'd. 


In cofiquering Richard, does afflict him more 
Than even his body's parting with its ſoul. 
Now let the world no longer be a ſtage 

To feed contention in a lingering act; 

But let one ſpirit of the firſt- born Cain 
Reign in all boſoms; that each heart being ſet 
On bloody actions, the rude ſcene may end, 


And darknefs be the burier of the dead. [Dies 


* Rich. Farewel, Richard! and from thy dreadful end 


May future kings from tyranny be warn'd: 


Had thy aſpiring: ſoul but ftirr'd in virtue 


With half the ſpirit it has dar'd in evil, 


How might thy fame have grac'd our En glim annals 2 


/But as thou art, how fair a page thou'ſt blotted ? 
Hark! the glad trumpets ſpeak the field our own. 


\ 


Enter Oxford, Lord Stanley, and Soldiers, with King 
Richard's Crown. : 

Oh welcome, friends! my noble father, welcome! 

Heav'n and our arms be prais'd, the day is ours! 

See there, my lords, ſtern Richard is no more. 


Sranley. Victorious Richmond, well haſt thou, ac- 


N quitted theef | | 
And ſee the juſt reward that heav'n has ſent thee : 
Amongſt the glorious ſpoils of Boſworth Field, 
We've found the crown, which now in right is thine ; 
Tis doubly thine, by conqueſt and by choice. 
Long live Henry the Seventh, King of England, 
Rich. Next to juſt heav'n, my noble countrymen, 
I owe my thanks to you, whoſe love I'm proud of, 
And ruling well ſhall ſpeak my gratitude. 
But now, my lords —what friends of us are miſling ? 
Pray tell me, is young George Stanley living? 
Stanley. He is, my liege, and ſafe in Leiceſter. town 
Whither, if you pleaſe, we may withdraw us. 
| Enter Blunt, | 
Blunt. My lord, the Queen, and fair Elizabeth. 
Her beauteous daughter, ſome few miles off, 
Are on the way to gratulate your victory. | 


S446 
» — 
On"). . — 


. * va 


— . y wy 
* ö 4 * D 
» : . 
"YR, & 
CO 
% 
= * o 


* 
* 
—— -4 9s PRI" ten : 
* 
* 


England has long been mad, and ſcar'd herſelf; 


That wou'd reduce thoſe bloody days again; ; 
Neꝰer let him live to taſte our joys increaſe - 
- That wou'd with treaſon. wound fair England s peace. 
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Well twine — roſes, red and white, together, 


* 


Rich. Ay, there indeed my toil's rewarded : 
Let us prepare to meet em, lords and then, | 
As we're already bound by folemn vows, - 


And both from one ad ſtalk ſhall Aouriſh. 


The brother blindly ſhed the brother's blood ; 
The father rafhly ſiaughtered his own ſon ; 
The bloody ſon, — has kilbd his fire! 1 
Oh now, let Henry and Elizabeth, 

The true ſucceſſors of each Royal Houſe, 7 
Conjoin'd together, heal thoſe deadly. wounds; 
And be that wretch of all mankind abhorr'd,. 


n ner omnas. 
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